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ODE 

TO    THE    HONOURABLE 

SIR    WILLIAM    TEMPLE. 

Written  at  Moor-Park,  June,  1689. 

I. 

7 IRTUE,  the  greateft  of  all  monarchies ! 


\ 


Till,  its  firil  emperor  rebellious  man 
Depos'd  from  off  his  feat. 
It  fe^il,  and  broke  with  its  own  weight 
Into  fmall  Hates  and  principalities. 

By  many  a  petty  lord  pcfTefi'd, 
But  ne'er  iince  feated  in  one  fmgle  breaft  I 
'Tie  you  who  m.uft  this  land  fuhdue. 
The  mighty  conquell's  left  for  you. 
The  conqueil  and  difcovery  too ; 
Search  cut  this  Utopian  ground. 
Virtue's  Terra  Incognita, 
Where  none  ever  led  the  way. 
Nor  ever  fmce  but  in  defcriDtions  found. 

Like  the  philofopher's  Hone, 
With  rules  to  fearch  it,  vet  obtain'd  by  noiic. 

•  ^ 

II. 

We  have  too  long  been  led  aftray ; 
Too  long  have  our  mifguided  fouls  been  taught 
With  rules  from  mufly  morals  brought, 

B  2  'Tis 
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*Tis  you  muft  put  us  in  the  way ; 
Let  us  (for  fhame !)  no  more  be  fed 
With  antique  reliques  of  the  dead. 
The  gleanings  of  philofophy, 
Philofophy,  the  lumber  of  tlie  fchools. 
The  roguery  of  alchemy; 
And  we,  the  bubbled  fools. 
Spend  all  our  prefent  life  in  hopes  of  golden  ruks. 

III. 
But  what  does  our  proud  ignorance  Learning  call  ? 

We  oddly  Plato's  paradox  make  good. 
Our  knowledge  is  but  mere  remembrance  all; 

Remembrance  is  our  treafure  and  our  food ; 
Nature's  fair  table-book,  our  tender  fouls, 
"V^'e  fcrawl  all  o'er  with  old  and  empty  rules. 
Stale  memorandums  of  the  fchools : 
For  Learning's  mighty  treafures  look 
In  that  deep  grave  a  book ; 
Think  that  flie  there  does  all  her  treafures  hide. 
And  that  her  troubled  gholl  flill  haunts  there  fmce 

fhe  dy'd. 
Confine  her  walks  to  colleges  and  fchools ; 

Her  priefts,  her  train,  and  followers  Ihew 
As  if  they  all  were  fpeclres  too ! 
They  purchafe  knowledge  at  th'  expencc 
Of  common  breedjjig,  common  fenfe. 
And  grow  at  once  fcholars  and  fools; 
Aitecl  ill-manner'd  pedantry, 
P.iidenefs,  ill-nature,  incivility, 

And, 
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And,  fick  with  dregs  of  knowledge  grown. 
Which  greedily  they  fwallcw  down. 
Still  caft  it  up,  and  naufeate  company. 

IV. 

Curfl  be  the  wretch !  nay  doubly  curft ! 

(If  it  may  lawful  be 
To  curfe  our  greateil  enemy) 
Who  learnt  himfelf  that  herefy  firil 
(Which  fmce  has  feiz'd  on  all  the  refl) 
That  knowledge  forfeits  all  humanity ; 
Taught  us,  like  Spaniards,  to  be  proud  and  poor. 

And  fling  our  fcraps  before  our  door ! 
Thrice  happy  you  have  'fcap'd  this  general  peft ; 
Thofe  mighty  epithets,  learn'd,  good,  and  great, 
Which  we  ne'er  join'd  before,  but  in  romances  meet. 
We  find  in  you  at  laft  united  grown. 

You  cannot  be  compar'd  to  one : 
I  muit,  like  him  that  painted  Venus'  face. 
Borrow  from  every  one  a  grace ; 
\'irgil  and  Epicurus  will  not  do. 

Their  courting  a  retreat  like  you, 
Unlefs  I  put  in  C^efar's  learning  too : 

Your  happy  frame  at  once  controls 
'i'his  great  triumvirate  of  fouls. 

V. 
Let  not  old  Rome  boafl:  Fablus'  fate ; 
He  fiv'd  h:s  country  by  delays. 

But  you  by  peace. 
You  bought  it  at  a  clieaper  rate  ; 

1^  3  Nor 
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Nor  has  it  left  the  ufual  bloody  fear. 

To  flicw  it  coll  its  price  in  war ; 
War !  that  mad  game  the  world  fo  loves  to  play^ 

And  for  it  does  fo  dearly  pay ; 
For,  though  with  lofs  or  vidory  a  while 

Fortune  the  gamefters  does  beguile. 
Yet  at  the  laft  the  box  fweeps  all  away. 

VI. 
Only  the  laurel  got  by  peace 
No  thiinder  e'er  can  blall : 
Th*  artillery  of  the  Ikies 

Shoots  to  the  earth,  and  dies ; 
Nor  ever  green  and  flourifhing  't  will  laft,. 
Nor  dipt  in  blood,  nor  widows'  tears,  nor  orphans'  crie«,. 
About  the  head  crown'd  with  thefe  bays. 
Like  lambent  fire  the  lightning  plays ; 
Nor,  its  triumphal  cavalcade  to  grace. 

Makes  up  its  folemn  train  with  death ; 
It  melts  the  fword  of  war,  yet  keeps  it  in  the  iheath. 

VII. 
The  wily  ihifts  of  flate,  thofe  jugglers'  tricks,. 
Which  we  call  deep  defigns  and  politicks 
(As  in  a  theatre  the  ignorant  fry, 

^ecaufe  the  cords  efcape  their  eye. 
Wonder  to  fee  the  motions  fiy) ; 
Methinl-cs,  when  you  expofe  the  fcene, 
Down  the  iU-organ'd  engines  fall ; 
Ofvfly  the  vizards,  and  difcover  all: 

How  plain  I  fee  through  the  deceit ! 
How  fhaUowj  and  how  grofs,  the  cheat ! 

Look 
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Look  where  the  pully's  tied  above  ! 

Great  God!  (faid  I)  what  have  I  feen ! 
On  what  poor  engines  move 
The  thoughts  of  monarchs,  and  defigns  of  ftates ! 

What  petty  motives  rule  their  fates ! 
How  the  moufe  makes  the  mighty  mountain  fhake ! 
The  mighty  mountain  labours  with  its  birth. 

Away  the  frighten'd  peafants  fly, 

Scar'd  at  th'  unheard-of  prodigy. 
Expect  feme  great  gigantic  fon  of  earth ; 
Lo !  it  appears  1 

See  how  they  tremble !  how  they  quake ! 
Out  flarts  the  little  beaft,  and  mocks  their  idle  fears-, 

VIII. 
Then  teli,  dear  favourite  Mufe  f 
What  ferpent's  that  v/hich  ftill  reforts,' 
Still  lurks  in  palaces  and  courts  ? 
Take  thy  unwonted  flight. 
And  on  the  terrace  light. 

Sec  where  flie  lies ! 
See  how  fhe  rears  her  head. 
And  rolls  about  her  dreadful  eyes. 
To  drive  all  virtue  out,  or  look  it  dead ! 
'Twas  fure  this  bafilifk  fent  Temple  thence. 
And  though  as  fome  ('tis  faid)  for  their  defence 
Have  worn  a  cafement  o'er  their  fldn. 
So  he  wore  his  within. 
Made  up.  of  virtue  and  tranfparent  innocence; 

B  4*  And 
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And  though  he  oft  renew'd  the  fight. 
And  almoft  got  priority  of  fight. 

He  ne'er  could  overcome  her  quite 
(In  pieces  cut,  the  viper  ftill  did  re-unite). 

Till,  at  laft,  tir'd  with  lofs  of  time  and  eafe, 
Rcfolv'd  to  give  himfelf,  as  well  as  country,  peace. 

IX. 

Sing,  belov'd  Mufe !  the  pleafures  of  retreat. 

And  in  fome  untouch'd  viroin  flrain 
Shew  the  delights  thy  iifter  Nature  yields ; 
Sing  of  thy  vales,  fmg  of  thy  woods,  fmg  of  thy  fields ; 
Go  publifh  o'er  the  plain 
How  mighty  a  profelyte  you  gain ! 
How  noble  a  repriial  on  the  great ! 

Hew  is  the  Mufe  luxuriant  grov/n  1 
Whene'er  fhe  takes  this  flight. 
She  foars  clear  out  of  fight. 
Thefe  are  the  paradifes  of  her  own : 

(The  Pegafus,  like  an  unruly  horfe. 
Though  ne'er  fo  gently  led 
To  the  Icv'd  pafture  where  he  us'd  to  feed. 
Runs  violently  o'er  his  ufual  courfe.) 
Walce  from  thy  wanton  dreams. 

Come  from  thy  dear-lov'd  flreams. 
The  crooked  paths  of  v/andering  Thames  t 
Fain  the  fair  nymph  would  ftay. 
Oft'  file  looks  back  in  vain. 
Oft'  'gainft  her  fountain  does  complain. 
And  foftly  fteals  in  many  windings  down. 
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As  loth  to  fee  the  hated  court  and  town. 
And  murmurs  as  fhe  glides  away. 

X. 

In  this  new  happy  icene 
Are  nobler  fubjefts  for  your  learned  pen  j 
Here  we  expeft  from  you 
More  than  your  predecefTor  Adam  knew ; 
Whatever  moves  our  wonder,  or  our  fport, 
Whatever  ferves  for  innocent  emblems  of  the  court ; 

How  that  which  we  a  kernel  fee 
(Whofe  well-compa(fled  forms  efcape  the  light, 
Unpierc'd  by  the  blunt  rays  of  fight) 
Shall  ere  long  grow  into  a  tree; 
Whence  takes  it  its  increafe,  and  whence  its  bL*-th, 
Or  from  the  fun,  or  from  the  air,  or  from  the  earth. 
Where  all  the  fruitful  atoms  he; 
How  feme  go  downward  to  the  root. 
Some  more  ambitioufly  upwards  fly. 
And  form  the  leaves,  the  branches,  and  the  fruit. 
You  itrove  to  cultivate  a  barren  court  in  vain. 
Your  garden's  better  worth  your  noble  pain. 
Here  mankind  fell,  and  hence  muft  rife  again. 

XL 
Shall  I  believe  a  fpirit  fo  divine 

Was  call  in  the  fame  mould  with  mine  ? 
Why  then  does  Nature  fo  unjuilly  fhare 
Among  her  elder  fons  the  whole  eilate. 

And  all  her  jewels  and  her  plate  ? 
Poor  we  1  cadets  of  Heaven,  not  worth  her  care. 
Take  up  at  bcil  with  lumber  and  the  leavings  of  a  fare  : 

Som« 
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Some  fhe  binds  'prentice  to  the  fpacle. 

Some  to  the  drudgery  of  a  trade. 
Some  fhe  does  to  Egyptian  bondage  draw. 
Bids  us  make  bricks,  yet  fends  us  to  look  out  for  llraw ; 

Some  ihe  condemns  for  life  to  try 
To  dig  the  leaden  mines  of  deep  philofophy  ; 
Me  fhe  has  to  the  Mufe's  gallies  tied. 
In  vain  I  ftrive  to  crofs  this  fpacious  main, 
l->\  vain  I  tug  and  pull  the  oar. 
And,  when  I  almoft  reach  the  fhore. 
Straight  the  Mufe  turns  the  helm,  and  I  launch  out  ao-ain  j 

And  yet,  to  feed  my  pride, 
Vv''hene'er  I  mourn,  flops  my  complaining  breath. 
With  prcmife  of  a  mad  reverfion  after  death, 

XII. 

Then,  Sir,  accept  this  worthlefs  verfe. 
The  tribute  of  an  hum^ble  Mufe, 
*Tis  all  the  portion  of  my  niggard  ftars ; 
Nature  the  hidden  fpark  did  at  my  birth  infufej. 
And  kindled  firfl  with  indolence  and  eafe ; 

And,  iince  too  oft'  debauch'd  by  praife, 
'Tis  now  grown  an  incurable  difeafe : 
In  vain  to  quench  this  foolifh  fire  I  try 
In  wifdom  and  philofophy  ; 
In  vain  all  wholefome  herbs  I  fow, 
Where  nought  but  weeds  Vv'ill  grow, 
Whate'er  I  plant  (like  corn  on  barren  earth) 
By  an  equivocal  birth 
Seeds,  and  runs  up  to  poetry. 

ODE 
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ODE  TO  KING  WILUAM^ 

ON  HIS   SUCCESSES  IN  IRELAND.. 

TO  purchafe  kingdoms,  and  to  buy  renown. 
Are  arts  peculiar  to  diilembling  France; 
You,  mighty  Monarch,  nobler  a(rtions  crown. 
And  folid  virtue  does  your  name  advance. 

Your  matchlefs  courage  with  your  prudence  joins. 
The  glorious  ftrudlure  of  your  fame  to  raife; 

With  its  own  light  your  dazzling  glory  fhines. 
And  into  adoration  turns  our  praife. 

Had  you  by  dull  fucceifion  gain'd  your  crov/n 
(Cowards  are  Monarchs  by  that  title  made);^ 

Part  of  vour  merit  Chance  would  call  her  own^ 
And  half  your  virtues  had  been  loll  in  Ihadc. 

But  now  your  worth  its  jufl  reward  fhall  have : 
"What  trophies  and  what  triumphs  are  )-our  due; 

Who  could  fo  well  a  dying  nation  fave. 
At  once  defervc  a  crown,  and  gain  it  too  1 

*  With  much  pleafure  1  here  pisfcnt.  to  the  pubiick  an 
Ode  which  had  been  long  fought  after  without  fucccfs.  That 
it  is  Swift's,  I  have  not  the  leaft  doubt;  and  it  is  the  more- 
curious,  as  being  the  Jscard  poem  that  he  wrote.  He  refers  to 
it  in  the  fccond  fjanza  of  his  *'  Ode  to  the  Athenian  Society," 
and  exprefily  marks  it  by  a  marginal  note,  under  the  title  of 
"  The  Ode  1- writ  to  the  King  in  Ireland."  See  p.  14.;  and 
fee,  a!f),  "  The  Gentle-nan's  Journal^"  Juiy,  1C02,"  p,  iv  N. 

'  You 
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You  faw  how  near  we  were  to  ruin  brought. 
You  faw  th'  impetuous  torrent  rolling  on ; 

And  timely  on  the  coming  danger  thought. 
Which  we  could  neither  ob\T.ate,  nor  fliun. 

Britannia  flript  from  her  fole  guard  the  laws. 
Ready  to  fall  Rome's  blooody  facrifice ; 

You  ftraight  ftept  in,  and  from  the  monfter's  jaws 
Did  bravely  fnatch  the  lovely,  helplefs  prize. 

Nor  this  is  all;  as  glorious  is  the  care 
To  preferve  conqueils,  as  at  firfl  to  gain : 

In  this  your  virtue  claims  a  double  fhare. 

Which,  what  it  bravely  won,  does  well  maintain. 

Your  arm  has  now  your  rightful  title  Ihow'd, 
An  arm  on  which  all  Europe's  hopes  depend. 

To  which  they  look  as  to  fome  guardian  Godj 
That  mud  their  doubtful  liberty  defend. 

Amaz'd,  thy  action  at  the  Boyne  we  fee  1 
When  Schomberg  llarted  at  the  vaft  defign: 

The  boundlefs  glory  all  redounds  to  thee, 

Th'  impulfe,  the  fight,  th'  event,  were  wholly  thine. 

7'he  brave  attempt  does  all  our  foes  difarm; 

You  need  but  now  give  orders  and  command^ 
Your  name  fhall  the  remaining  work  perform. 

And  fpare  the  labour  of  your  conquering  hand. 

France  does  in  vain  her  feeble  arts  apply. 
To  interrupt  the  fortune  of  your  courfe  : 

Your  influence  does  the  vain  attacks  defy 

Of  fecret  malice,  or  of  open  force.  * 

Boldly 
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Boldly  we  hence  the  brave  commencement  date 
Of  glorious  deeds,  that  muft  all  tongues  employ : 

William  's  the  pledge  and  earneft  given  bv  Fate 
Of  England's  glory,  and  her  lafting  joy. 


ODE 

TO  THE  ATHENIAN  SOCIETY. 

Moor-Park,  Feb.  14,  169U 

L 

S  when  the  deluge  firfl:  began  to  fall. 


A 


That  mighty  ebb  never  to  flow  again 
^When  this  huge  body's  moiilure  was  fo  great. 

It  quite  o'ercame  the  vital  heat) ; 
That  mountain  which  was  higheft,  firfl  of  all 
Appear'd  above  the  univerfal  main, 
~To  blefs  the  primitive  failor's  weary  fight ! 
And  'twas  perhaps  ParnafiTus,  if  in  height 

It  be  as  great  as  'tis  in  fame. 

And  nigh  to  Heaven  as  is  its  name : 
So,  after  th'  inundation  of  a  war. 
When  Learning's  little  houfhold  did  embark 
With  her  world's  fruitful  fyflem  in  her  facred  ark. 

At  the  firft  ebb  of  noife  and  fears, 
Philofophy's  exalted  head  appears ; 
And  the  Dove-Mufe  will  now  no  longer  flay. 
But  plumes  her  iHver  wings  and  flies  away; 

And  now  a  laurel  wreath  Ihe  brings  from  far, 

^0  crown  the  happy  conqueror, 

Tn 
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To  fhew  the  flood  begins  to  ceafe. 
And  brings  the  dear  reward  of  vidory  and  peace. 

II, 
The  eager  Mufe  took  wing  upon  the  waves*  decline. 

When  War  her  cloudy  afped  jufl  withdrew. 

When  the  bright  iun  of  Peace  began  to  Ihine, 
And  for  a  while  in  heavenly  contemplation  fat 

On  the  high  top  of  peaceful  Ararat ; 
And  pluck'd  a  laurel  branch   (for  laurel  was  the  firll 

that  grew. 
The  tirft  of  plants  after  the  thunder,  Ilorm,  and  rain) ; 

And  thence,  with  joyful  nimble  wing. 

Flew  dutifully  back  again. 
And  maiie  an  humble  chaplet  for  the  King  * . 

And  the  Dove-Mufe  is  fled  once  more 
(Glad  of  the  victory,  yet  frighten'd  at  the  war) ; 

And  now  difcovers  from  afar 

A  peaceful  and  a  fiourifning  Ihore : 
No  fooner  did  fhe  land 
On  the  dehghtful  flrand. 

Than  flraight  ihe  fees  the  country  all  around. 

Where  fatal  Neptune  ruPd  erewhile, 
Scatter'd  with  flowery  vales,with  fruitful  gardens  crown'd. 
And  many  a  pleafant  wood ! 

As  if  the  univerfal  Nile 

Had  rather  water'd  it  than  drown'd : 
It  feems  fome  floating  piece  of  paradife, 

Preferv'd  by  wonder  from  the  flood, 

*  The  Ode  I  writ  to  the  King  In  Ifehnd.    Swift.  See  p.  ii. 

Long 
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Long  wandering  through  the  deep,  as  we  are  told 
Fam'd  Deios  did  of  old. 
And  the  tranfported  Mufe  imagin'd  it 
To  be  a  fitter  birth-place  for  the  God  of  wit. 
Or  the  much-taik'd  oracular  grove ; 
When  with  amazing  jcy  fhe  hears 
An  unknown  mufick  all  around 
Charnung  her  greedy  ears 
With  many  a  heavenly  fong 
Of  nature  and  of  art,  of  deep  phUofophy  and  love^ 
WhilH  angels  tune  the  voice,  and  God infpires  the  tongue. 

In  vain  ihe  catches  at  the  empty  found. 
In  vain  purfues  the  m.ufick  with  her  longing  eye. 
And  courts  the  wanton  echoes  as  they  fly. 

in. 

Pardon,  ye  great  unknown,  and  far-exalted  men. 
The  wild  excurfions  of  a  youthful  pen  *  : 

Forgive  a  young,  and  (almoft)  Virgin-Mufe, 

Whom  blind  and  eager  curiofity 
(Yet  curiofity,  they  fay. 
Is  in  her  fex  a  crime  needs  no  excufe) 

Has  fcrc'd  to  grope  her  uncouth  way 
After  a  mighty  light  that  leads  her  wandering  eye. 
No  wonder  then  ihe  quits  the  narrow  path  of  fenfe 

For  a  dear  ramble  through  impertinence; 

Impertinence  !  the  fcurvy  of  mankind. 
And  all  we  fools,  who  are  the  greater  part  of  it, 

*  See  Swift's  very  remarkable  Letter  to  the  Athenian  Socierj', 
in  the  <*  Supplement  to  his  Works,"     N. 

Though 
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Though  we  be  of  two  different  faclions  ftill. 

Both  the  good-natur'd  and  the  ill. 
Yet  wherefoe*er  you  look,  you'll  always  find 
We  join,  like  flies  and  wafps,  in  buzzing  about  wit. 
In  me,  who  am  of  the  firfl  feft  of  thefe. 
All  merit,  that  tranfcends  the  humble  rules 
Of  my  own  dazzled  fcanty  fenfe. 
Begets  a  kinder  folly  and  impertinence 

Of  admiration  and  of  praife. 
And  our  good  brethren  of  the  furly  fe6l 

Muft  e'en  all  herd  us  with  their  kindred  fools: 
For  though,  pofTefs'd  of  prefent  vogue,  they  've  made 
Railing  a  rule  of  wit,  and  obloquy  a  trade ; 
Yet  the  fame  want  of  brains  produces  each  efFe<f^. 
And  you,  whom  Pluto's  helm  does  wifely  fhroud 

From  us  the  blind  and  thoughtlefs  croud. 
Like  the  fam'd  hero  in  his  mother's  cloud. 
Who  both  our  follies  and  impertinences  fee. 
Do  laugh  perhaps  at  theirs,  and  pity  mine  and  me. 

IV. 

But  cenfure  's  to  be  underftood 

Th'  authentic  mark  of  the  ele(Sl, 
The  public  ftamp  Heaven  fets  on  all  that's  great  and  good. 
Our  fhallow  fearch  and  judgement  to  dired. 

The  war  methinks  has  made 
Our  wit  and  learning  narrow  as  our  trade.; 
Inflead  of  boldly  failing  far,  to  buy 
A  ftock  of  wifdom  and  philofophy. 

We  fondly  ftay  at  home,  in  fear 

Of  every  cenfaring  privateer  ; 

Forcino- 


I 
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Forcing  a  wretched  trade  by  beating  down  the  fale. 
And  felling  bafely  by  retail. 
The  wits,  I  mean  the  atheifts  of  the  age. 
Who  fain  would  rule  the  pulpit  as  they  do  the  llage ; 
Wondrous  refiners  of  philofophy. 
Of  morals  and  divinity. 
By  the  new  modifh  fyftem  of  reducing  all  to  fenfc, 
Againfl  all  logick  and  concluding  lawsj 
Do  own  th'  efFedls  of  Providence, 
And  yet  deny  the  caufe. 

V. 

This  hopeful  fe£l,  now  it  begins  to  fee 
How  little,  very  little,  do  prevail 

Their  firil  and  chiefeft  force 
To  cenfure,  to  cry  down,  and  rail. 
Not  knowing  what,  or  where,  or  who  you  be. 
Will  quickly  take  another  courfe : 

And,  by  their  never-failing  ways 
Of  folving  all  appearances  they  pleafe. 
We  foon  fhall  fee  them  to  their  ancient  methoas  fall. 
And  llraight  deny  you  to  be  men,  or  any  thing  at  all. 

I  laugh  at  the  grave  anfwer  they  will  make. 
Which  they  have  always  ready,  general,  and  cheap :. 
'Tis  but  to  fay,  that  what  we  daily  meet. 
And  by  a  fond  miftake 
Perhaps  imagine  to  be  wondrous  wit. 
And  think,  alas !  to  be  by  mortals  writ. 
Is  but  a  croud  of  atoms  juftling  in  a  heap. 

Which  from  eternal  feeds  begun,  * 

Juftling  fome  thoufand  years  till  ripen'd  by  the  fun ; 
Vol.  XLII.  C  Thev  're 
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They  're  now,  juft  now,  as  naturally  born, 
As  from  the  womb  of  earth  a  field  of  corn. 

VI. 

Put  as  for  poor  contented  me. 
Who  mull  my  wcaknefs  and  my  ignorance  confefs. 
That  I  believe  in  much  I  ne'er  can  hope  to  fee ; 
Methinks  I  'm  fatisfy'd  to  guefs. 
That  this  new,  noble,  and  delightful  fcene 
Is  wonderfully  mov'd  by  fome  exalted  men. 

Who  have  well  ftudied  in  the  world's  difeafe 
(That  epidemic  error  and  depravity. 
Or  in  our  judgement  or  our  eye). 
That  what  furprizes  us  can  only  pleafe. 
We  often  fearch  contentedly  the  whole  world  round. 
To  make  fome  great  difcovery ; 
And  fcorn  it  when  'tis  found. 
Juil  fo  the  mighty  Nile  has  fuffer'd  in  its  fame, 

Bccaufe  'tis  faid  (and  perhaps  only  faid) 
We  We  found  a  little  inconfiderable  head. 

That  feeds  the  huge  unequal  Itream. 
Confider  human  folly,  and  you  '11  quickly  own. 

That  all  the  praifes  it  can  give. 
By  which  fome  fondly  boaft  they  fhall  for  ever  live. 
Won't  pay  th'  impertinence  of  being  known : 
Elfe  why  fnould  the  fam'd  Lydian  king 
(V/hom  all  the  charms  of  an  ufurped  wife  and  ftate, 
V/ith  all  that  power  unfelt  courts  mankind  to  be  great. 

Did  with  new  unexperienc'd  glories  wait) 
Stili  wear,  IHll  dcat,  on  his  invifible  ring  ? 

VII.  Were 
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VII. 

Were  I  to  form  a  regular  thought  of  Fame, 
Which  is  perhaps  as  hard  t'  imagine  right 
As  to  paint  Echo  to  the  fight; 
I  would  not  draw  th'  idea  from  an  empty  name; 
Becaufe,  alas !  when  we  all  die, 
Carelefs  and  ignorant  poflerity. 
Although  they  praife  the  learning  and  the  wit. 

And  though  the  title  feems  to  fliow 
The  name  and  man  by  whom  the  book  was  writ. 
Yet  how  (hall  they  be  brought  to  know. 
Whether  that  very  name  was  he,  or  you,  or  I  ? 
Lefs  ftiould  I  daub  it  o'er  with  tranfitory  praife. 

And  water-colours  of  thefe  days : 
Thefe  days !  where  e'en  th'  extravagance  of  poetry 
Is  at  a  lofs  for  figures  to  exprefs 
iVIen's  folly,  whimlies,  and  inconilancy. 
And  by  a  faint  defcription  makes  them  lefs. 
Then  tell  us  what  is  Fame,  where  fnall  we  fearch  for  it? 
Look  where  exaked  Virtue  and  R.e'iaion  fit 
Enthron'd  with  heavenly  Wit ! 
Look  where  vou  fee 
The  greateft  fcorn  of  learned  Vanity ! 
(And  then  hov/  much  a  nothing  is  mankiild  I 
Whofe  reafon  is  weigh'd  down  by  popular  air. 
Who,  by  that,  vainly  talks  of  bafF-ing  death; 
And  hopes  to  lengthen  life  by  a  trans fufion  of  breath. 

Which  yet  whoe'er  examines  right  will  find 
To  be  an  art  as  vain  as  bottling  up  of  v.ind  1 ) 
And  when  you  find  out  thefe,  believe  true  Fame  is  there, 

C  2  F^r 


20  S  W  I  F  T  *  S     P  O  E  M  S. 

Far  above  all  reward,  yet  to  which  all  is  due ; 

And  this,  ye  great  unknown !  is  only  known  in  you. 

VIII. 

The  juggling  fea-god,  when  by  chance  trepan'd 
By  fome  inftrudled  qaerift  fleeping  on  the  fand. 
Impatient  of  all  anfwers,  ftrait  became 
A  ftealing  brook,  and  Ilrove  to  creep  away 

Into  his  native  fea, 
Vext  at  their  follies,  murmur'd  in  his  llream ; 
But,  difappointed  of  his  fond  defire. 
Would  vanifh  in  a  pyramid  of  fire. 
This  furly  flippery  God,  when  he  deiign'd 

To  furnifh  his  efcapes. 
Ne'er  borrow'd  more  variety  of  fhapes 
Than  you  to  pleafe  and  fatisfy  mankind. 
And  feem  (almofl)  transformed  to  water,  flame,  and  air. 

So  well  you  anfwer  aU  phenomena  there : 
Though  madmen  and  the  wits,  pliilofophers  and  fools. 
With  all  that  fadious  or  enthufiallic  dotards  dream. 
And  all  the  incoherent  jargon  of  the  fchools; 

Though  all  the  fumes  of  fear,  hope,  love,  and  fhame. 
Contrive  to  (hock  your  minds  with  many  a  fenfelefs 

doubt ; 
Doubts  where  the  Delphic  God  would  grope  in  igno- 
rance and  night. 
The  God  of  learning  and  of  light 
Would  want  a  God  himfelf  to  help  him  out. 

IX.  Philofophv, 
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IX. 

Philofophy,  as  it  before  us  lies. 
Seems  to  have  borrow'd  feme  ungrateful  taile 
Of  doubts,  impertinence,  and  niceties. 
From  every  age  through  which  it  pafs'd. 
But  always  with  a  ftronger  relifh  of  the  laft. 
This  beauteous  queen,  by  Heaven  defign'd 
To  be  the  great  original 
For  man  to  drefs  and  polifh  his  uncourtly  mind. 
In  what  mock  habits  have  they  put  her  fince  the  fall  I 
More  oft'  in  fools'  and  madmen's  hands  than  fages. 
She  feems  a  medley  of  all  ages. 
With  a  huge  fardingale  to  fwell  her  fullian  fluff, 
A  new  commode,  a  top-knot,  and  a  rulF, 
Her  face  patched  o'er  with  modern  pedantry. 
With  a  long  fweeping  train 
Of  comments  and  difputes,  ridiculous  and  vain. 
All  of  old  cut  with  a  new  dye: 
How  foon  have  you  reilor'd  her  charms. 
And  rid  her  of  her  lumber  and  her  books, 
Drefl  her  again  genteel  and  neat. 
And  rather  tight  than  great  1 
How  fond  we  are  to  court  her  to  our  arms ! 
How  much  of  Heaven  is  in  her  naked  looks '. 

X. 
Thus  the  deluding  Mufe  oft'  blinds  me  to  her  ways. 
And  ev'n  my  very  thoughts  transfers 
And  changes  all  to  beauty,  and  the  praife 
Of  that  proud  tyrant  fex  of  hers, 

C  3  The 
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The  rebel  Mufe,  alas !  takes  part 
But  vAth  my  own  rebellious  heart, 
-And  you  with  fatal  and  immortal  wit  conrpiie 
To  fan  th'  unhappy  fire. 
Cruel  nnknown !  what  is  it  you  intend  ? 
Ah !  could  you,  could  you  hope  a  poet  for  your  friend  ■ 

Rather  forgive  what  my  firft  tranfport  faid : 
May  all  the  blood,  which  fhall  by  woman's  fcorn  be  fbed. 

Lie  upon  vou  and  on  your  children's  head ! 
For  you  (ah !  did  I  think  I  e'er  fhould  live  ta  fee 
The  fatal  time  when  that  could  be ! ) 
Have  ev'n  increas'd  their  pride  and  cruelty. 
Woman  feems  now  above  all  vanity  grown. 
Still  boaftincT  of  her  ereat  unknown 
Platonic  champions,  gained  without  one  female  wile. 
Or  the  vaft  charges  of  a  fmile ; 
Which  'tis  a  fhame  to  fee  how  much  of  late 
You  've  taught  the  covetous  wretches  to  o'er-rate. 
And  which  they  've  now  the  confciences  to  v.cigh 
In  the  fame  balance  with  our  tears. 
And  with  fuch  fcanty  wages  pay 
The  bondage  and  the  ilavery  of  years. 
Let  the  vain  fex  dream  on;  the  empire  comes  from  us. 
And,  had  they  common  generoficy. 
They  would  not  vSc  us  thus. 
Well — though  you  've  rais'd  her  to  this  high  degree, 

Ourfelves  are  rais'd  as  well  as  fhe ; 
And,  fpite  of  all  that  they  or  you  can  do, 
'Tis  pride  and  happinefs  enough  to  me 
Still  to  be  of  the  fame  exalted  fex  with  yo«. 

XL  Alas, 
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XI. 

Alas,  how  fleeting  and  how  vain 
Is  ev'n  the  nobler  man,  our  learning  and  our  wit  1 
I  figh  whene'er  I  think  of  it : 
As  at  the  clofing  of  an  unhappy  fcene 

Of  fome  great  king  and  conqueror's  death. 
When  the  fad  melancholy  Mufe 
Stays  but  to  catch  his  utmoft  breath. 
I  grieve,  this  nobler  work  moll  happily  begun. 
So  quickly  and  fo  wonderfully  carry 'd  en. 
May  fall  at  laft  to  intereft,  folly,  and  abufe. 
There  is  a  noon-tide  in  our  lives. 
Which  ftill  the  fooner  it  arrives. 
Although  we  boaft  our  winter-fun  looks  bright. 
And  foolifhly  are  glad  to  fee  it  at  its  height. 
Yet  fo  much  fooner  comes  the  long  and  gloomy  night. 

No  conqueft  ever  yet  begun. 
And  by  one  mighty  hero  carried  to  its  height. 
E'er  flouriih'd  under  a  fucceffcr  or  a  fon; 
It  loft  fome  mighty  pieces  through  all  hands  it  paft. 
And  vanifh'd  to  an  empty  title  in  the  laft. 
For,  when  the  animating  mind  is  fted 
(Which  nature  never  can  retain. 
Nor  e'er  call  back  again). 
The  body,  though  gigantic,  lies  all  cold  and  dead* 

XII. 
And  thus  undoubtedly  'twill  fare. 
With  what  unhappy  men  ftiaU  dare 
To  be  fucceffors  to  thefe  great  unknown. 
On  Learning's  hieh-eftablifli'd  tlirone. 

C  4  Cenfure, 
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Cenfure,  and  Pedantry,  and  Pride, 
Numberlefs  nations,  ftretching  far  and  wide. 
Shall  (I  forefee  it)  foon  with  Gothic  fvvarms  come  forth 

From  Ignorance's  univerfal  North, 
And  with  blind  rage  break  all  this  peaceful  government : 
Yet  fhall  thefe  traces  of  your  wit  remain. 
Like  a  juft  map,  to  tell  the  vaft  extent 
Of  conqueft  in  your  fhort  and  happy  reign; 
And  to  all  future  mankind  fhew 
How  flrange  a  paradox  is  true. 
That  men  who  liv'd  and  dy'd  without  a  name 
Are  the  chief  heroes  in  the  facred  lift  of  Fame. 

WRITTEN  IN  A  LADY^S  IVORY  TABLE- 
BOOK,  1699. 

PERUSE  my  leaves  through  every  part. 
And  think  thou  feeft  my  owner's  heart, 
Scravv'l'd  o'er  with  trifles  thus,  and  quite 
As  hard,  as  fenfelefs,  and  as  light; 
Expos'd  to  every  coxcomb's  eyes. 
But  hid  with  caution  from  the  vidfe. 
Here  you  may  read,  "  Dear  charmmg  faint  l*^ 
Beneath,  "  A  new  receipt  for  paint  :'* 
Here,  in  beau-fpelling,  "  Tru  tel  deth;'* 
There,  in  her  own,  **  For  an  el  breth;" 
Here,  **  Lovely  nymph,  pronounce  my  doom','* 
There,  "  A  fafe  way  to  ufe  perfume :" 
Here,  a  page  fill'd  with  billets-doux ; 
On  t'other  fide,  "  Laid  out  for  fhoes"— 
*  Madam,  I  die  without  your  grace"— 
<*  Item,  for  half  a  yard  of  lace."  ^^^iO 
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W'Tio  that  had  wit  would  place  it  here. 
For  every  peeping  fop  to  jeer; 
In  power  of  fpittle  and  a  clout. 
Whene'er  he  pleafe,  to  blot  it  out ; 
And  then,  to  heighten  the  difgrace. 
Clap  his  own  nonfenfe  in  the  place  ? 
Whoe'er  expefts  to  hold  his  part  ^ 
In  fuch  a  book,  and  fuch  a  heart. 
If  he  be  wealthy,  and  a  fool, 
1 5  in  all  points  the  fitteft  tool; 
Of  whom  it  may  be  juilly  faid. 
He  's  a  gold  pencil  tipp'd  with  lead. 

MRS.  HARRIS'S  PETITION. 

1699. 

TO  their  Excellencies  the  Lords  Juftices  of  Ireland*, 
the  humble  petition  of  Frances  Harris, 
Who  muft  ftarve,  and  die  a  maid,  if  it  mifcarries ; 

Humbly  fheweth. 
That  I  went  to  warm  myfelf  in  Lady  Betty's  f  chamber,. 

becaufe  I  was  cold ; 
And  I  had  in  a  purfe  feven  pounds,  four  fhillings,  and 

fix  pence,  befides  farthings,  in  money  and  gold : 
So,  becaufe  I  had  been  buying  things  for  my  Lady  lafl 

night, 
I  was  refolv'd  to  tell  my  money,  to  fee  if  it  was  right. 

*  The  Earls  of  Berkeley  and  of  GaKvay. 

"I   Lady  Betty  Berkeley,  afterwards  Gcrmaine* 

Now, 
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Now,  you  muft  know,  becaufe  my  trunk  has  a  very 

bad  lock. 
Therefore  all  the  money  I  have,  which,  God  knows, 

is  a  very  fmall  ftock, 
I  keep  in  my  pocket,  ty'd  about  my  middle,  next  to 

my  fmcck. 
So  when  I  went  to  put  up  my  purfe,  as  God  would 

have  it,  my  fmock  was  uniipt. 
And,  inftead  of  putting  it  into  my  pocket,  down  it  flipt ; 
Then  the  bell  rung,  and  I  went  down  to  put  m.y  Lady 

to  bed; 
And,  God  knows,  I  thought  my  money  was  as  fafe  as 

my  maidenhead. 
So,  when  I  came  up  again,  I  found  my  pocket  feel  very 

light : 
But  when  I  fearch'd,  and  mifs'd  my  purfe.  Lord !  I 

thought  I  fhould  have  funk  outright. 
Lord !  Madam,  fays  Mary,  how  d'  ye  do  ?  Indeed,  fays 

I,  never  worfe : 
But  pray,  Mary,  can  you  tell  what  I  have  done  with 

my  purfe  ? 
Lord  help  me  1  faid  Mary,  I  never  flirr'd  cut  of  this  place : 
Nay,  faid  I,  I  had  it  in  Lady  Betty's  chamber,  that's 

a  plain  cafe. 
So  Mary  got  me  to  bed,  and  cover'd  me  up  warm : 
However,  fhe  frole  away  my  garters,  that  I  might  do 

myfeif  no  harm. 
So  I  tumbled  and  tofs'd  all  night,  as  you  may  very  well 

think. 
But  hardly  ever  fet  my  eyes  together,  or  flept  a  wink. 

So 
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So  I  was  a-dream'd,    methought,  that  we  went  and 

fearch'd  the  folks  round. 
And  in  a  corner  of  Mrs.  Dukes's*  box,  ty'd  in  a  rag, 

the  money  was  found. 
So  next  morning  we  told  V/hittle  f ,  and  he  fell   a- 

fwearing : 
Then  my  dame  Wadgar|  came ;  and  fhe,  you  know,  is 

thick  of  hearing. 
Dame,  faid  I,  as  loud  as  I  could  bawl,  do  you  know 

what  a  lofs  I  have  had  ? 
Nay,  faid  fhe,  my  Lord  Col  way 's§  folks  are  all  very  fad ; 
For  my  Lord  Dromedary jj  com^s  a  Tuefday  without 

Pugh  I  faid  I,  but  that  's  not  the  bufmefs  that  I  ail. 
Says  Cary  **,  fays  he,  I  have  been  a  i'ervant  this  five  and 

twenty  years,  come  fpring. 
And  in  all  the  places  I  liv'd  I  never  heard  of  fuch  a 

thing. 
Yes,  fays  the  ftewardff,  I  remember,  when  I  was  at 

my  Lady  Shrewlbury's, 
Such  a  thing  as  this  happen'd  juft  about  the  time  of 

goo/eSernes. 

*  V/ife  to  one  of  the  foormcn, 

f  Earl  of  Berkeley's  valet. 

X  Tbe  olJ  deaf  houfekeeper. 

§  Galway. 

I!  The   Earl    of  Droghcda,  who,  with    the  Primate,   was  to 
fucceed  the  two'Earls. 

*f*'  Clerk  of  the  kitchen,  ||  Ferrrs. 

So 


i8  SWIFT'S     POEMS, 

So  I  went  to  the  party  fufpefted,  and  I  found  her  full 

of  grief, 
(Now,  you  muft  know,  of  all  things  in  the  world,  I  hate 

a  thief) . 
However,  I  am  refolv'd  to  bring   the  difcourfe  flily 

about : 
Mrs.  Dukes,  faid  I,  here  's  an  ugly  accident  has  hap- 

pen'd  out: 
'Tis  not  that  I  value  the  money  three  fkips  of  a  loufe* ; 
But  die  thing  I  ftand  upon  is  the  credit  of  the  houfe. 
'Tis  true,  feven  pounds,  four  fhillings,  and  fix  pence, 

makes  a  great  hole  in  my  wages : 
Befides,  as  they  fay,  fervice  is  no  inheritance  in  thefe 

ages. 
Now,  Mrs.  Dukes,  you  know,  and  every  body  under- 

ftands. 
That  though  'tis  hard  to  judge,   yet  money  can't  go 

without  hands. 
The  de-vil  take  me  !   faid  Ihe  (ble  fling  herfelf )   if  ever 

Ifaw't! 
So  flie  roar'd  like  a  Bedlam,  as  though  I  had  call'dher 

all  to  naught. 
So  you  know,  what  could  I  fay  to  her  any  more  r 
I  e'en  left  her,  and  came  away  as  wife  as  I  was  before. 
Well;  but  then  they  would  have  had  me  gone  to  the 

cunning  man  ! 
No,  faid  I,   'tis  the  fame  thing,  the  chaplain  will  be 

here  anon. 

♦  An  ufual  faying  of  hers. 

m  So 
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So  the  chaplain'^  came  in.     Now  the  fervants  fay  he  is 

my  fvveetheart, 
Becaufe  he  's  always  in  my  chamber,  and  I  always  take 

his  part. 
So,  as  the  de-uil  would  have  it,  before  I  was  aware,  out 

I  blunder'd. 
Par/on,  faid  I,  can  you  caft  a  nati-viij,  when  a  body  's 

plunder'd  ? 
(Now,  you  muft  know,  he  hates  to  be  call'd  par/on  like 

the  de-vil !  J 
Truly,  fays  he,  Mrs.  Nab,  it  might  become  you  to  be 

more  civil; 
If  your  money  be  gone,  as  a  learned  di'vine  fays,  d*  ye 

fee. 
You  are  no  text  for  my  handling ;  fo  take  that  from  me  : 
I  was  never  taken  for  a  conjurer  before,  I  'd  have  you 

to  know. 
Lord!  faid  I,  don't  be  angry,  I  am  fure  I  never  thought 

you  fo; 
You  know  I  honour  the  cloth;  I  defign  to  be  a  par/on  % 

wife; 
I  never  took  one  in  your  coat  for  a  conjurer  in  all  my 

life. 
With  that  he  twifted  his  girdle  at  me  like  a  rope,  as 

who  fhould  fay. 
Now  you  may  go  hang  yourfelf  for  me !  and  fo  went  away. 
Well :  I  thought  I  fhould  have  fwocn'd.  Lord !  faid  I, 

what  ihall  I  do  \ 
I  have  loft  my  money ^  and  fhall  lofe  my  true  lo-ve  too ! 

*  Dr.  Swifr. 

Then 
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Then  my  Lord  call'd  me;    Harry*,  (aid  my  Lord, 

don't  cry ; 
I  '11  give  you  fomething  towards  thy  lofs ;  and,  fays  my 

Lady,  (o  will  L 
Oh  1  but,  faid  I,  what  if,  after  all,  the  chaplain  won't 

come  to  F 
For  that,  he  faid,  (an't  pleafe  yoMv  Excellencies)  I  mull 

petition  you. 
Tiie  premises  tenderly  confider'd,  I  defire  your  Ex- 

cellencies  protection. 
And  that  I  may  have  a  fhare  in  next  Sunday's  col- 

ledtion  J 
And,  over  and  above,  that  I  may  have  yoMr  Excellencies 

letter. 
With  an  order  for  the  chaplain  aforefaid,  or,  inftead  of 

him,  a  better : 
And  then  your  poor  petitioner y  both  night  and  day, 
Or  the  chaplain  (for  'tis  his  trade) 3  as  in  duty  bound, 

fnall  evQv  pray. 

A        BALLAD 
ON    THE     GAME     OF     TRAFFIC. 

Written  at  the  Caille  of  Dublin,  1699. 

MY  Lord  f,  to  Hnd  out  who  muil  deal. 
Delivers  cards  about. 
But  the  firft  knave  does  feldom  fail 
To  find  the  Dodlor  out. 

•  A  cant  word  of  Lord  and  Lady  B.  to  J%'iir%.  Harris, 
-f-   The  Earl  of  Berkeley. 

Bur 
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But  then  his  Honour  crv'd,  Gadzooks ! 

And  feem'd  to  knit  his  brow: 
For  on  a  knave  he  never  looks 

But  h'  thinks  upon  Jack  Kow*. 

My  Lady,  though  (he  is  no  player. 

Some  bungling  partner  takes. 
And,  wedg'd  in  comer  of  a  chair. 

Takes  fnuiF,  and  holds  the  flakes. 

Dame  Floyd  f  looks  out  in  grave  fufpenfe 

For  pair-royals  and  fequents ; 
But,  Nvifely  cautious  of  her  pence. 

The  caftle  feldcm  frequents. 

Quoth  Herries,  fairly  putting  cafes, 

I  'd  won  it  on  my  word. 
If  I  had  but  a  pair  of  aces. 

And  could  pick  up  a  third. 

But  Wefton  has  a  new-caft  gown 

On  Sundays  to  be  fine  in. 
And,  if  Ihe  can  but  win  a  crown, 

'Twill  juil  new-dye  the  lining. 

"  t  With  thefe  is  Par/on  S^ift, 
"  Not  knowing  how  to  fpend  his  time, 

•*  Does  make  a  wretched  lliift, 

*'  To  deafen  them  with  puns  and  rhyme." 

*  Paymafter  to  the  army. 

•J-  See  the  verfes  on  this  lady,  p.  42, 

X  See  the  note,  p.  32. 

A  BALLAD, 
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A      BALLAD, 

To  the  Tune  of  The  Cut-purse*. 

I. 

ONCE  on  a  time,  as  old  llories  rehearfe, 
A  friar  would  needs  {hew  his  talent  in  Latin; 
But  was  forely  put  to  't  in  the  midfl:  of  a  verfe, 
Becaufe  he  could  find  no  word  to  come  pat  in : 
Then  all  in  the  place 
He  left  a  void  fpace. 
And  fo  went  to  bed  in  a  defperate  cafe : 
When  behold  the  next  morning  a  wonderful  riddle ! 
He  found  it  was  firangely  fiU'd  up  in  the  middle. 

Cho.  Let  cenjuring  critics  then  think  ^cvhat  they  liji 
on  V; 
Who  nuoidd  not    ixsrite  verfes  nuith  fuch    an 
ajjlfiant  ? 

IL 

This  put  me  the  friar  into  an  amazement : 
For  he  wifely  confider'd  it  mufh  be  a  fprite ; 

That  he  came  through  the  key-hole,  or  in  at  the  cafement ; 
And  it  needs  muil  be  one  that  could  both  read  and 
write : 

*  Lady  Betty  Berkeley,  finding  the  preceding  verfes  in  the 
author's  room  unfinished,  wrote  under  them  the  concluding  ftanza  } 
which  gave  occafion  to  this  ballad,  written  by  the  author  in  a  coun- 
terfeit hand,  as  if  a  third  perfon  had  done  itt 

Yet 
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Yet  he  did  not  know 

If  it  were  friend  or  foe. 
Or  whether  it  came  from  above  or  below: 
However,  'twas  ci/il  in  angel  or  elf. 
For  he  ne'er  could  have  fiil'd  it  fo  well  of  himfelf, 
Chor.  Let  cen/uringj  Sec. 

III. 

Even  fo  Mafler  Dodlor  had  puzzled  his  brains 

In  making  a  ballad,  but  was  at  a  ftand : 
He  had  mix'd  little  wit  with  a  great  deal  of  pains ; 
When  he  found  a  new  help  from  invifible  hand. 
Then,  good  Doctor  Swift, 
Pay  thanks  for  the  gift; 
For  you  freely  mull  own,  you  were  at  a  dead  lift : 
And,  though  fome  malicious  young  fpirit  did  do 't. 
You  may  know  by  the  hand  it  had  no  cloven  foot. 
Chor.  Let  cenfuringy  8cc, 

THE     DISCOVERY. 

WHEN  wife  Lord  Berkeley  firll  came  here  * 
Statefmen  and  mob  expe£led  wonders. 
Nor  thought  to  find  fo  great  a  peer 
Ere  a  week  pail  committing  blunders. 

Till,  on  a  day  cut  out  by  fate. 

When  folks  came  thick  to  make  their  court. 
Out  llipt  a  myftery  of  flate. 

To  give  the  town  and  country  fport. 

*  To  Ireland,  as  one  of  the  Lords  Juilices. 

Vol,  XLII.  D  Now 
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Now  enters  *  Bufh  with  new  ftate  airs. 

His  lordfhip's  premier  miniiler; 
And  who  in  all  profound  affairs 

Is  held  as  needfuil  as  his  f  clvfcer. 

"With  head  reclining  on  his  fhculder. 
He  deals  and  hears  myfterious  chat. 

While  every  ignorant  beholder 

Afks  of  his  neighbour.  Who  is  that  ? 

With  this  he  put  up  to  my  lord. 

The  courtiers  kept  their  diftance  due. 

He  twitch'd  his  fleeve,  and  Hole  a  word; 
Then  to  a  corner  both  withdrew. 

Imagine  now,  my  lord  and  Bufh 

Vv'hifpering  in  junto  mofl  profound. 
Like  good  king  |  Phyz  and  good  king  Ufh, 

While  all  die  reft  ftood  gaping  round. 

At  length  a  fpark  not  too  well  bred, 

O^  forward  face  and  ear  acute, 
Advanc'd  on  tiptoe,  lean'd  his  head. 

To  over-hear  the  grand  difpute : 

To  learn  what  Northern  kings  defign. 
Or  from  Whitehall  fome  new  exprefs, 

Papifts  difarm'd,  or  fall  of  coin : 

For  fare  (thought  he)  it  can't  be  lefs. 

*  Bufh,  by  feme   underhand  infinuation,   obtained  the  poft  of , 
fecretary  }   which  had  been  promifed  to  Swift. 
■j-  Always  taken  before  my  loid  went  to  council. 
X  See  "  The  Rehearfal." 

My 
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My  lord,  faid  Bufh,  a  friend  and  I, 

Dii'guis'd  in  two  old  thread-bare  coats. 

Ere  morning's  dawn,  flole  out  to  fpy 
How  markets  went  for  hay  and  oats. 

With  that  he  draws  two  handfuls  out. 

The  one  was  oats,  the  other  hay; 
Puts  this  to  's  excellency's  fnout. 

And  begs  he  would  the  other  weigh. 

My  lord  feems  pleas'd,  but  flill  diredls 
By  all  means  to  bring  down  the  rates ; 

Then,  with  a  congee  circumflex, 
Bufh,  fmiling  round  on  all,  retreats. 

Our  iiftener  Hood  a  while  confus'd. 

But,  gathering  fpu-its,  wifely  ran  for  % 

Enrag'd  to  fee  the  world  abus'd 

By  two  fuch  whifpering  kings  of  Brentford, 

THE         PROBLEM, 
"  That  my  lord  Berkeley  stinks,  when  he 

IS    IN    LOV£." 

DID  ever  problem  thus  perplex. 
Or  more  employ,  the  female  fex  ? 
So  fweet  a  paffion,  who  would  think, 
Jove  ever  form'd  to  make  a  ilink  ? 
The  ladies  vow  and  fwear,  they  '11  try 
Whether  it  be  a  truth  or  Ive. 
Love's  fire,  it  feems,  like  inward  heat, 
^V'orks  in  my  lord  by  ilool  and  fvveat, 
Vv'hich  brings  a  ftink  from  every  pore. 
And  from  behind  and  from  before ; 

D  2  Yet 
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Yet,  what  is  wonderful  to  tell  it. 
None  but  the  favourite  nymph  can  fmell  it. 
But  now,  to  folve  the  natural  caufe 
-^   By  fober  philofophic  laws  : 

\Vhether  all  paiuons,  when  in  ferment. 

Work  out  as  anger  does  in  vermin; 

So,  when  a  v/eazel  you  torment. 

You  find  his  paflion  by  his  fcent. 

We  read  of  kings,  who,  in  a  fright. 

Though  on  a  throne,  would  fall  to  fn — . 

Eefide  all  this,  deep  fcholars  know. 

That  the  main  llring  of  Cupid's  bow 

Once  on  a  time  was  an  a —  gut; 

Now  to  a  nobler  office  put. 

By  favour  or  defert  preferr'd 

From  giving  pafTage  to  a  t — ; 

But  ftill,  though  fix'd  among  the  flars. 

Does  fympathize  with  human  a — . 

Thus,  when  you  feel  an  hard-bound  breech. 

Conclude  love's  bow-ftring  at  full  ftretch. 

Till  the  kind  loofenefs  comes,  and  then 

Conclude  the  bow  relax'd  again. 

And  now,  the  ladies  all  are  bent 
To  try  the  great  experiment. 
Ambitious  of  a  regent's  heart. 
Spread  all  their  charms  to  catch  a  f — ; 
Watching  the  firft  unfavoury  wdnd, 
Som.e  ply  before,  and  fome  behind. 
My  lord,  on  fire  amidft  the  dames, 
F — ts  like  a  laurel  in  the  flames. 


The 
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The  fair  approach  the  fp caking  part. 
To  try  the  back-way  to  his  heart : 
For,  as  when  we  a  gun  difcharge. 
Although  the  bore  be  ne'er  fo  large. 
Before  the  flame  from  muzzle  burft, 
Juft  at  the  breech  it  flafhes  firfl; 
So  from  my  lord  his  paflion  broke. 
He  f — d  firft,  and  then  he  fpoke. 

The  ladies  vanifh  in  the  fmother. 
To  confer  notes  with  one  another; 
And  now  they  all  agreed  to  name 
Whom  each-one  thought  the  happy  dame. 
Quoth  Neal,  whate'er  the  reft  may  think, 
I'm  fure  'twas  I,  that  fmelt  the  ftink. 
You  fmell  the  ftink !  by  G — ,  you  lye. 
Quoth  Rofs,  for  I'll  be  fwom  'twas  I, 
Ladies,  quoth  Levens,  pray  forbear: 
Let  's  not  fall  out;  we  all  had  fhare; 
And,  by  the  moft  I  can  difcover. 
My  lord  's  an  univerfal  lover, 

THE    DESCRIPTION 

O  F 

A       SALAMANDER.       1706. 
Pliny,  Nat.  Hift.  lib.  x.  c.  6'].  lib.  xxix.  c.  4, 

AS  MaftifF  Dogs  in  modern  phrafe  are 
CaU'd  Pompey,  Scipio,  and  Csfarj 
As  Pyes  and  Daws  are  often  ftyl'd 
With  Chriftian  nicknames,  like  a  child; 

D3  M 
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As  we  fay  Monfieur  to  an  Ape, 

Without  oirence  to  human  fhapc; 

So  men  have  got,  from  bird  and  brute. 

Names  that  would  beft  their  natures  fuit.. 

The  Lion,  Eagle,  Fox,  and  Boar, 

Were  Heroes  titles  heretofore. 

Bellowed  as  hieroglyphics  fit 

To  fhew  their  valour,  ftrength,  or  wit : 

For  what  is  underllood  hy  fame, 

Befides  the  getting  of  a  name? 

Eut,  e'er  fince  men  invented  guns, 

A  different  way  their  fancy  runs : 

To  paint  a  Hero,  we  inquire 

For  fomething  that  will  conquer _/"/v. 

Would  you  defcribe  Tui-enne  or  Trump  ? 

Think  of  a  biuket  or  2l  pump. 

Are  thefe  too  low  ? — then  find  out  grander, 

Call  my  lord  Cutts  a  Salamander. 

'Tis  well; — but,  fmce  we  live  among 

Detractors  witli  an  evil  tongue. 

Who  may  objedl  again  ft  the  term, 

Pliny  (ball  prove  what  we  afiirm :. 

Pliny  ihall  prove,  and  we  '11  apply. 

And  I  '11  be  judg'd  by  ftanders-by. 

Firft,  then,  our  author  has  defin'd  . 
This  reptile  of  the  Serpent  kind. 
With  gaudy  coat  and  ihining  train ; 
But  loathfome  fpots  his  body  llain : 
Out  from  fome  hole  cbfcure  he  flies. 
When  rains  defcend,  and  temnefts  rife^ 
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Till  the  fun  clears  the  air ;  and  then 
Crawls  back  neglected  to  his  den. 

So,  when  the  war  has  rais'd  a  ftorm, 
I  Ve  feen  a  Snake  in  human  form. 
All  ftain'd  with  infamy  and  vice. 
Leap  from  the  dunghill  in  a  trice, 
Burniih,  and  make  a  gaudy  ihow. 
Become  a  general,  peer,  and  beau. 
Till  peace  has  made  the  Iky  ferene; 
Then  fhrink  into  its  hole  again. 
"  All  this  we  grant — v\'hy  then  look  yonder: 
"  Sure  that  muil  be  a  Salamander  I" 

Farther,  we  are  by  Pliny  told. 
This  Serpent  is  extremely  cold ; 
So  cold,  that,  put  it  in  the  fire, 
'Twill  make  the  very  flames  expire  : 
Befides,  it  fpues  a  filthy  froth 
(Whether  through  rage  or  lufi,  or  both) 
Of  matter  purulent  and  white. 
Which,  happening  on  the  ikin  to  light. 
And  there  corrupting  to  a  wound. 
Spreads  leprofy  and  baldnefs  round. 

So  have  I  feen  a  batier'd  beau. 
By  age  and  claps  grown  cold  as  fnow, 
Whofe  breath  or  touch,  where-e'er  he  came. 
Blew  out  Love's  torch,  or  cliilPd  the  flame : 
And  fhould  fome  nymph,  who  ne'er  VN'as  cruel. 
Like  Charlton  cheap,  or  fam'd  Du-Ruel, 
Receive  the  filth  which  he  ejefts. 
She  foon  would  find  the  fame  efi'edls 

D  4  Ilcr 
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Her  tainted  carcafe  to  purfue. 

As  from  the  Salamander's  fpue; 

A  difmal  ihedding  of  her  locks. 

And,  if  no  leprofy,  a  pox. 

"  Then  I  '11  appeal  to  each  by-dander, 

"  If  this  be  not  a  Salamander  r" 


TO       THE 

EARL      OF      PETERBOROW, 
Who  commanded  the  British  forces  in  Spain. 

MORDANTO  mis  the  trump  of  fame. 
The  Chrillian  worlds  his  deeds  proclaim > 
And  prints  arc  crouded  with  his  name. 

In  journies  he  outrides  the  pofl. 
Sits  up  till  midnight  with  his  hoft. 
Talks  politicks,  and  gives  the  toaft ; 

Knows  every  prince  in  Europe's  face. 
Flies  like  a  fquib  from  place  to  place. 
And  travels  not,  but  runs  a  race. 

From  Paris  gazette  a-la-main. 
This  day  arriv'd,  without  his  train, 
Mordanto  in  a  week  from  Spain. 

A  meffenger  comes  all  a-reek, 
Mordanto  at  Madrid  to  feek ; 
He  left  the  town  above  a  week. 

Next  day  the  pofi-boy  winds  his  horn. 
And  rides  through  Dover  in  the  morn : 
Mordanto  's  landed  from  Leghorn, 

Mordanto 
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Mordanto  gallops  on  alone ; 
The  roads  are  with  her  followers  drown  ; 
This  breaks  a  girth,  and  that  a  bone. 

His  body  aftive  as  his  mind. 
Returning  found  in  limb  and  wind. 
Except  fome  leather  loft  behind. 

A  fkeleton  in  outward  figure. 
His  meagre  corpfe,  though  full  of  vigour. 
Would  halt  behind  him,  were  it  bigger. 

So  wonderful  his  expedition. 
When  you  have  not  the  leall  fufpicion. 
He  's  with  you  like  an  apparition  : 

Shines  in  all  climates  like  a  flar; 
In  fenates  bold,  and  fierce  in  war; 
A  land  comm.ander,  and  a  tar  : 

Heroic  aftions  early  bred  in. 
Ne'er  to  be  match'd  in  modern  reading,. 
But  by  his  name-fake  Charles  of  Sweden. 

ON    THE    UNION. 

THE  Queen  has  lately  loft  a  part 
Of  her  ENTIRELY-ENGLISH*  hcait  J 
For  want  of  which,  byway  of  botch. 
She  piec'd  it  up  again  with  scotch. 
Bleft  revolution !  which  creates 
Divided  hearts,  united  ftates  1 

*  The  motto  on  Queen  Anne's  coronation  medal* 

Sec 
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See  how  the  double  nation  lies ; 
Like  a  rich  coat  with  ikirts  of  frize : 
As  if  a  man,  in  making  pofies. 
Should  bundle  thiilles  up  with  rofes. 
Who  ever  yet  a  union  faw 
Of  kinp-Qoms  without  faith  or  law  ? 

O 

Henceforward  let  no  ftatefman  dare 

A  kingdom  to  a  ihip  compare; 

Left  he  Ihould  call  our  commonweal 

A  velTel  with  a  double  keel : 

Wliich,  juft  like  ours,  new  rigg'd  and  mann'd. 

And  got  about  a  league  from  land. 

By  change  of  wind  to  leeward  fide. 

The  pilot  knew  not  how  to  guide. 

So  toffing  fa£lion  will  o'erwhelm 

Our  crazy  double-bottom'd  realm. 

ON    MRS.     BIDDY     FLOYD: 

Or,  The  Receipt  to  form  a  Beauty*. 

T  T  7  KEN  Cupid  did  his  grandfire  Jove  intreat 
V  V      To  form  fom.e  Beauty  by  a  new  receipt,- 
Jove  fent,  and  found  far  in  a  country-fcene 
Truth,  innocence,  good-nature,  look  ferene : 
From  which  ingredients  iirit  the  dextrous  boy 
Pick'd  the  demure,  tlie  awkv/ard,  and  tlie  coy. 

*  An  elegant  Latin  verfion  of  this  little  poem  is  in  the  fixth 
volume  of  Drydcn's  Mifceilanies. 

The 
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The  Graces  from  the  court  did  next  provide 
Breeding,  and  wit,  and  air,  and  decent  pride: 
Thefe  Venus  cleans  from  every  fpurious  graia 
Of  nice,  coquet,  affe6led,  pert,  and  vain. 
Jove  mix'd  up  all,  and  his  beil  clay  employ'd; 
Then  call'd  the  happy  Compoiition  Floyd. 

APOLLO     O  U  T  W  I.T  T  E  D. 

To  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Finch,  afterwards  Count-efs 
of  WiNCHELSEA,  undci'  her  name  of  Ardeli  a. 

PHCLBUS,  now  fliortening  ever)'  fhade. 
Up  to  the  northern  tropic  came. 
And  thence  beheld  a  lovely  maid. 
Attending  on  a  royal  dame. 

Tlie  god  laid  down  his  feeble  rays. 

Then  lighted  from  his  glittering  coach  j 

But  fenc'd  his  head  \\ith  his  own  bays. 
Before  he  durll  the  nymph  approach. 

Under  thofe  facred  leaves,  fecure 

From  common  lightning  of  the  fkies. 

He  fondly  thought  he  might  endure 
The  fls-fhes  of  Ardelia's  eyes. 

The  nymph,  who  oft'  had  read  in  books 
Of  that  bright  god  whom  bards  invoke^ 

Soon  knew  Apollo  by  his  locks. 

And  guefs'd  his  bufmefs  ere  he  fpoke. 

He, 


44  SWIFT'S     POEMS. 

He,  in  the  old  celeftial  cant, 

Confefs'd  his  ilame,  and  fA'ore  by  Styx, 
Whate'er  fhe  would  defire,  to  grant — 

But  wife  Ardelia  kne\v  his  tricks. 

Ovid  had  wam'd  her,  to  beware 

Of  ftrolling  gods,  whofe  ufual  trade  is. 

Under  pretence  of  taking  air. 
To  pick  up  fublunary  ladies. 

Howe'er,  {he  gave  no  fiat  denial. 
As  having  malice  in  her  heart; 

And  vs-as  refolv'd  upon  a  trial. 
To  cheat  the  god  in  his  own  art. 

Hear  my  requeil,  the  virgin  faid ; 

Let  which  I  pleafe  of  all  the  Nine 
Attend,  whene'er  I  want  their  aid. 

Obey  my  call,  and  only  mine. 

By  vow  obHg'd,  by  palTion  led. 

The  god  could  not  refufe  her  prayer : 

He  wav'd  his  wreath  thrice  o'er  her  head^ 
Thrice  mutter'd  fomething  to  the  air. 

And  now  he  thought  to  feize  his  due : 
But  ihe  the  charm  already  tried. 

Thalia  heard  the  call,  and  flew 
To  v/ait  at  bright  Ardelia's  fide. 

On  fight  of  this  celellial  prude, 
Apollo  thought  it  vain  to  ftay ; 

Nor  in  her  prcfence  durft  be  rude ; 
But  made  his  leg,  and  went  away. 


He 
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He  hop'd  to  find  fome  lucky  hour. 
When  on  their  Queen  the  Mufes  wait: 

But  Pallas  owns  Ardelia's  power; 
For  vows  divine  are  kept  by  Fate. 

Then,  full  of  rage,  Apollo  fpoke  : 

Deceitful  Nymph!  I  fee  thy  art; 
And,  though  I  can't  my  gift  revoke, 

I  '11  difappoint  its  nobler  part. 

Let  ftubborn  pride  poffefs  thee  long. 

And  be  thou  negligent  of  fame ; 
With  every  Mufe  to  grace  thy  fong, 

May'ft  thou  defpife  a  poet's  name  ! 

Of  modefl  poets  thou  be  firft; 

To  filent  ihades  repeat  thy  verfe. 
Till  Fame  and  Echo  almoll  burft. 

Yet  hardly  dare  one  line  rehearfe. 

And  la  ft,  my  vengeance  to  complete, 

May'ft  thou  defcend  to  take  renown, 
Prevaii'd  on  by  the  thing  you  hate, 

A  Wiiig !  and  one  that  wears  a  govvn ! 

VANBRUGH'S     HOUSE, 
Built  from  the  Ruins  of  \yHiTEHALL,  1706*. 

IN  times  of  oUt  when  time  was  young. 
And  poets  their  own  verfes  fung, 
A  verfe  would  draw  a  ftone  or  beam. 
That  now  would  over-load  a  team ; 

*  See  the  aote,  p.  52. 

Lead 
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Lead  them  a  dance  of  many  a  mile. 
Then  rear  them  to  a  goodly  pile. 
Each  number  had  its  different  power: 
Heroic  Ilrains  could  build  a  tower ; 
Sonnets,  or  Elegies  to  Chloris, 
Might  raife  a  houfe  about  two  ftories ; 
A  Lyric  Ode  would  Hate ;  a  Catch 
Would  tile ;  an  Epigram  would  thatch. 
But,  to  their  own  or  landlord's  coil. 
Now  poets  feel  this  art  is  loft. 
Not  one  of  all  our  tuneful  throng 
Can  raife  a  lodging  ycr  afotig: 
Tor  Jove  confider'd  well  the  cafe, 
Obferv'd  they  grew  a  numerous  race ; 
And,  fhould  they  build  as  fait  as  nvrite, 
'Twould  ruin  undertakers  quite. 
This  evil  therefore  to  prevent. 
He  wifely  chang'd  their  element : 
On  earth  the  ^od  of  wealth  was  made 
Sole  patron  of  the  building  trade ; 
Leaving  the  wits  the  fpacious  air, 
V/ith  licence  to  huiU  cables  there : 
And,  'tis  conceiv'd,  their  old  pretence 
To  lodge  in  garrets  comes  from  thence. 

Premiiing  thu5,  in  modern  way. 
The  better  half  we  have  to  fav : 
Sing,  Mufe,  the  houfe  of  poet  Van 
In  higher  Ilrains  than  we  began. 

Van  (for  'tis  fit  the  reader  know  it) 
Is  both  a  herald  and  a  poet^ 


No 
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No  wonder  then  if  nicely  fkill'd 

In  both  capacities  to  build. 

As  herald,  he  can  in  a  day 

Repair  a  houfe  gone  to  decay; 

Or,  by  atchie'vement ,  arms,  device-, 

Ere6l  a  new  one  in  a  trice ; 

And,  as  a  poet,  he  has  fkill 

To  build  in  fpeculation  ftill. 

Great  Jove  !  he  cry'd,  the  art  reilcre 

To  build  by  verfe  as  heretofore. 

And  make  my  Mufe  the  architecl ; 

"What  palaces  Ihall  we  eredl ! 

No  longer  fhall  forfaken  Thames 

Lament  his  old  Vv'hitcAall  in  flames; 
A  pile  {hall  from  its  afhes  rife. 
Fit  to  invade  or  prop  the  ikies. 

Jove  fmil'd,  and,  like  a  gentle  god, 
Confenting  with  the  ufual  nod. 
Told  Van,  he  knew  his  talent  bell. 
And  left  the  choice  to  his  own  breail. 
So  Van  refolv'd  to  write  a  farce; 
But,  well  perceiving  wit  was  fcarce, 
V/ith  cunning  that  defeft  fupplies ; 
Takes  a  Frerich  play  as  lawful  prize ; 
Steals  thence  his  plot  and  every  joke. 
Not  once  fufpeding  Jove  would y^ci^; 
And  (like  a  wag  fet  down  to  write) 
Would  whifper  to  himfelf,  a  bite-. 
Then,  from  this  motley,  mingled  flyle. 
Proceeded  to  ereft  his  pile. 

So 
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So  men  of  old,  to  gain  renown,  did 

Build  Babel  \\4th  their  tongues  confounded. 

Jove  faw  the  cheat,  but  thought  it  beft 

To  turn  the  matter  to  a  jeft : 

Down  from  Olympus'  top  he  Aides, 

Laughing  as  if  he  'd  burll  his  fides : 

Ay,  thought  the  God,  are  thefe  your  tricks  ? 

Why  then  old  plays  deferve  oU  bricks ; 

And,  fmce  you  're  fparing  of  your  fluff. 

Your  building  Ihall  be  fmall  enough. 

He  fpake,  and,  grudging,  lent  his  aid ; 

Th'  experienc'd  bricks,  that  knew  their  trade, 

(As  being  bricks  at  fecond-hand). 

Now  move,  and  now  in  order  Hand. 

The  building,  as  the  poet  writ, 
Rofe  in  proportion  to  his  wit : 
And  firft  the  Prologue  built  a  wall 
So  wide  as  to  encompafs  all. 
The  Scene  a  wood  produc'd,  no  more 
Than  a  few  fcrubby  trees  before. 
The  Plot  as  yet  lay  deep ;  and  fo 
A  cellar  next  was  dug  below : 
But  this  a  work  fo  hard  was  found. 
Two  A<5ls  it  coH  him  under  ground : 
Two  other  a6ls,  we  may  prefume. 
Were  fpent  in  building  each  a  room. 
Thus  far  advanc'd,  he  made  a  fhift 
To  raife  a  roof  with  aft  the  fifth. 
The  Epilogue  behind  did  frame 
A  place  not  decent  here  to  name. 


Now 
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Now  poets  from  all  quarters  ran 
To  fee  the  houfe  of  brother  Van ; 
I.ook'd  hvzh  and  low,  walk'd  often  round; 
But  no  fuch  houfe  was  to  be  found. 
One  alks  the  watermen  hard-by, 
*'  Where  may  the  poet's  palace  lie  ?'* 
Another  of  the  Thames  inquires. 
If  he  has  feen  its  gilded  fpires? 
At  length  they  in  the  rubbifh  fpy 
A  thing  refcmbling  a  goofe-pye. 
Thither  in  halle  the  poets  throng. 
And  gaze  in  filent  wonder  long. 
Till  one  in  raptures  thus  began 
To  praife  the  pile  and  builder  Van  : 

Thrice  happy  poet  1  who  may'ft  trail 
Thy  houfe  about  thee  like  a  fnail;  » 

•Or,  hamefs'd  to  a  nag,  at  eafe 
Take  journeys  in  it  like  a  chaife; 
Or  in  a  boat,  whene'er  thou  wilt, 
Canil  make  it  ferve  thee  for  a  tilt ! 
Capacious  houfe  1  'tis  own'd  by  all 
Thou  'rt  well  contriv'd,  though  thou  art  fmall : 
For  every  wit  in  Britain's  ifle 
May  lodge  within  thy  fpacious  pile. 
Like  Bacchus  thou,  as  poets  feign. 
Thy  mother  burnt,  art  born  again. 
Born  like  a  phoenix  from  the  flame ; 
But  neither  l^ulk  nor  Jhape  the  fame: 
As  animals  of  largeft  fize 
Corrupt  to  maggots,  worms,  and  flies  ; 

Vol.  XLll.  E  A  trpe 
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A  type  of  modern  wit  and  ftyle, 

^he  rubbijh  of  an  ancient  pile. 

So  chemiils  boall  they  have  a  power 

From  the  dead  allies  of  a  flower 

Some  faint  refernblance  to  produce. 

But  not  the  virtue,  tafte,  or  juice : 

So  modern  rhymers  wifely  blail 

The  poetry  of  ages  paft; 

Which  after  they  have  overthrown. 

They  from  its  ruins  build  their  own. 

TWO    RIDDLES.     1707*. 
I.     On  a  Fan. 

FROM  India's  burning  clime  I  'm  brought^ 
With  cooling  gales  like  Zephyrs  fraught. 
Not  Iris,  when  flie  paints  the  fky. 
Can  (hew  more  diiFerent  hue  than  I : 
Nor  can  fhe  change  her  form  fo  faft; 
I  'm  now  a  fail,  and  now  a  mad : 
I  here  am  red,  and  there  am  green ; 
A  beggar  there,  and  here  a  queen. 
I  fometimes  live  in  houfe  of  hair. 
And  oft'  in  hand  of  lady  fair : 

*  OriginaMy  communicated  by  Swift  to  Oldlfworth,  who  pub- 
liflied  them  in  *'  The  Mufes  Mercury,  1707."  Some  other 
amufements  of  the  fame  nature,  written  about  1724,  may  be  feen 
In  Vol.  XLIII.     N. 

I  pleafe 


RIDDLES. 

I  pleafe  the  young,  I  grace  the  old. 
And  am  at  once  both  hot  and  cold : 
Say  what  I  am  then,  if  you  can. 
And  find  the  rhyme,  and  you  're  the  man. 

ANSWER. 

YOUR  houfe  of  hair,  and  lady's  hand. 
At  firil  did  put  me  to  a  iland. 
I  have  it  now — 'tis  plain  enough — 
Your  hairy  bufmefs  is  a  muff. 
Your  engine  fraught  with  cooling  gales. 
At  once  fo  like  your  mails  and  fails; 
Your  thing  of  various  fhape  and  hue, 
Muft  be  fome  painted  toy,  I  knew : 
And  for  the  rhyme  to  you  ^re  the  man. 
What  fits  it  better  than  2,  fan? 


5« 


II.     On  a  Beau. 

I'M  wealthy  and  poor, 
I  'm  empty  and  fuUj 
I  'm  humble  and  proud, 
I  'm  witty  and  dull. 

I  'm  foul,  and  yet  fair; 

I  'm  old,  and  yet  young : 
J  lie  with  Moll  K— r. 

And  toaft  Mrs. « 

E  2 


A  N  SW  E  R  , 
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ANSWEPv,   BY    MR.    F — R. 

IN  rigging  he  's  rich,  though  in  pocket  he  *s  poor ; 
He  cringes  to  courtiers,  and  cocks  to  the  cits; 
Like  twenty  he  drelTes,  but  looks  like  threefcore; 
He  's  a  vvit  to  the  fools,  and  a  fool  to  the  wits. 

Of  wifdom  he's  empty,  but  full  of  conceit; 

He  paints  and  perfumes,  while  he  rots  with  the  fcab ; 
'Tis  a  Beau  you  may  fwear  by  his  fenfe  and  his  gait ; 

He  boafts  of  a  beauty,  and  lies  with  a  drab. 

THE     HISTORY     OF 

VANBRUGH'S    HOUSE*. 

"]^  7"  H  E  N  mother  Clud  had  rofe  from  play. 
And  call'd  to  take  the  cards  away. 
Van  faw,  but  feem'd  not  to  regard. 
How  Mifs  pick'd  every  painted  card. 
And,  bufy  both  with  hand  and  eye. 
Soon  rear'd  a  houfe  two  ftories  high. 
Van's  genius i  without  thought  or  leflure. 
Is  hugely  turn'd  to  architeSiure  : 
He  view'd  the  edifice,  and  fmil'd, 
Vow'd  it  was  pretty  for  a  child; 
It  was  {o  perfedl  in  its  kind. 
He  kept  the  mo^el  in  his  mind. 

*  Dr.  Swift  'made  Sir  John  Vanbrugh  ample  amends  for  the 
pointed  raillery  of  this  and  the  poem  in  p.  48,  in  the  Preface  to 
his  Mifcellanies,  1727.     N, 

But, 
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But,  when  he  found  the  boys  at  play. 
And  faw  them  dabbling  in  their  clay. 
He  ftood  behind  a  ftall  to  lurk. 
And  mark  the  progrefs  of  their  work  ; 
With  true  delight  obfcrv'd  them  ail 
Raking  up  mui^  to  build  a  wall. 
The  plan  he  much  admir'd,  and  took 
The  moi^el  in  his  table-book ; 
Thought  himfelf  now  exadly  fkHl'd, 
And  fo  refolv'd  a  kou/e  to  build ; 
A  real  houfe,  with  rooms,  2xAjiairs, 
Five  times  at  leaft  as  big  as  theirs ; 
Taller  than  Mi/s's  by  two  yards; 
Not  a  fham  thing  of  clay  or  cards : 
And  fo  he  did ;  for,  in  a  while. 
He  built  up  fuch  a  monftrous  pile. 
That  no  two  chairmen  could  be  found 
Able  to  lift  it  from  the  ground. 
Stiil  at  V/hitehall  it  Hands  in  view, 
J  aft  in  the  place  where  iiril:  it  grew; 
Ther:;  all  the  little  fchool-boys  run. 
Envying  to  fee  themfelves  out-done. 

From  fach  deep  rudiments  as  thefe. 
Van  13  become  by  due  degrees 
For  building  fam'd,  and  juHly  reckon'd. 
At  court,  Vitruvius  xk^zfecond : 
No  wonder,  fince  wife  authors  fnow 
That  beji  fcimdaticns  mull  be  lo-uo  : 
And  now  the  Duke  has  wifely  ta'en  hiitt 
To  be  his  architeci  at  Blenheim. 

E  3      "  But, 
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But,  raillery  for  once  apart. 
If  this  rule  holds  in  every  art ; 
Or  if  his  Grace  were  no  more  fkillM  in 
The  art  of  battering  walls  than  building. 
We  might  expeft  to  fee  next  year 
A  mou/e-traj)-m2.n  chief  engineer  I 


BAUCIS     AND     PHILEMON. 

On  the  ever-lamented  Lofs  of  the  Two  Yew-trees 
in  the  Parifh  of  Chilthorne,  Somerfet.     1708. 

Imitated    from    the    Eighth    Book    of  Ovid. 

IN  ancient  times,  as  ftory  tells. 
The  faints  would  often  leave  their  cells,. 
And  ftroll  about,  but  hide  their  quality. 
To  try  good  people's  hofpitality. 

It  happen'd  on  a  winter-night,  ^ 

As  authors  of  the  legend  write, 
TvvO  brother-hermits,  faints  by  trade. 
Taking  their  tour  in  raafquerade, 
Difguis'd  in  tatter'd  habits,  went 
To  a  fmall  village  down  in  Kent ;  1 0 

Where,  in  the  ftroUers'  canting  ftrain. 
They  begg'd  from  door  to  door  in  vain,. 
Tried  every  tone  might  pity  win ; 
But  not  a  foul  would  let  them  in. 

Our  vvandering  faints,  in  woful  ftate,  15 

Treated  at  tliis  ungodly  rate. 

Having 
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Having  through  all  the  village  paft. 

To  a  fmall  cottage  came  at  laft  1 

\Vhere  d-velt  a  good  old  honeft  ye*man, 

Call'd  in  the  neighbourhood  Philemon;  20 

Who  kindly  did  thefe  faints  invite 

In  his  poor  hut  to  pafs  the  night; 

And  then  the  hofpitable  fire 

Bid  goody  Baucis  mend  the  fire; 

While  he  from  out  the  chimney  took  i^ 

A  flitch  of  bacon  off  the  hook. 

And  freely  from  the  fatteft  fide 

Cut  out  large  ilices  to  be  fry'd ; 

Then  ftepp'd  afide  to  fetch  them  drink, 

Fill'd  a  large  jug  up  to  the  brink,  '^^ 

And  faw  it  fairly  twice  go  round ; 

Yet  (what  is  wonderful ! )  they  found 

'Tvvas  Hill  replenilli'd  to  the  top. 

As  if  they  ne'er  had  touch'd  a  drop. 

The  good  old  couple  were  amaz'd,  55 

And  often  on  each  other  gaz'd ; 

For  both  were  frighten'd  to  the  heart. 

And  juft  began  to  cry, — V7"hat  ar't  1 

Then  foftly  turn'd  aiide  to  view' 

Whether  the  lights  v/ere  burning  blue.  4O 

The  gentle  pilgrims,  foon  av/are  on't. 

Told  them  theli-  calling,  and  their  errand : 

Good  folks,  you  need  not  be  afraid. 

We  are  hvit  faints,  the  hermits  faid ; 

No  hurt  fhall  come  toycu  or  yours:  4^ 

But  for  that  pack  cf  churlifn  boors, 

E  4  Not 
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Not  fit  to  live  on  Chriftian  ground. 
They  and  their  houfes  fhall  be  drown'd; 
Whilll  you  fhall  fee  your  cottage  rife, 
«j^nd  grow  a  church  before  your  eyes.  5.0 

They  fcarce  had  fpoke,  when  fair  and  foft 
The  roof  began  to  mount  aloft ; 
y\Ioft  rofe  every  beam  and  rafter; 
The  heavy  wall  climb'd  (lowly  after. 

The  chimney  widen'd>  and  grew  higher,  55 

Became  a  fteeple  with  a  fpire. 

The  kettle  to  the  top  was  hoift. 
And  there  flood  faften'd  to  a  joill:. 
But  with  the  upfide  down,  to  fhow 
J  J  IS  inclination  for  below :  60 

In  vain;  for  a  fuperior  force, 

Apply'd  at  bottom.  Hops  its  courfe : 

Doom'd  ever  in  fufpence  to  dwell, 

^Tis  now  no  kettle,  but  a  bell. 

A  v/ooden  jack,  which  had  almofl  6^ 

Lofl  by  diiufe  the  art  to  roaii, 

A  fudden  alteration  feels, 

Increas'd  by  new  intelline  wheels; 

And,  what  exalts  the  wonder  more. 

The  number  made  the  motion  flower :  yo 

The  flier,  though  't  had  leaden  feet, 

Turn'd  round  lb  quick,  you  fcarce  could  fee  't; 

But,  flacken'd  by  fome  fecret  power. 

Now  hardly  moves  an  inch  an  hour. 

The  jack  and  chimney,  near  ally'd,  yr 

Had  never  left  each  otlier's  fide ; 

The 
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The  chimney  to  a  fteeple  grown. 

The  jack  would  not  be  left  alone; 

But,  up  againft  the  fteeple  rear'd. 

Became  a  clock,  and  flill  adher'd;  80 

And  ftili  its  love  to  houfliold  cares. 

By  a  fhrill  voice  at  noon,  declares. 

Warning  the  cook-maid  not  to  burn 

That  roaft-meat  which  it  cannot  turn. 

The  groaning-chair  began  to  crawl,.  S5. 

Like  a  huge  fnail,  along  the  wall ; 
There  fluck  aloft  in  public  view. 
And,  with  fmall  change,  a  pulpit  grew. 

The  porringers,  that  in  a  row 
Hung  high,  and  made  a  glittering  Ihow,  9P 

To  a  lefs  noble  fubftance  chang'd. 
Were  now  but  leathern  buckets  rang'd. 

The  ballads,  pafted  on  the  wall. 
Of  Joan  of  France,  and  Engliih  Moll,- 
Fair  Rcfamond,  and  Robin  Hood,  95- 

The  Little  Children  in  the  Wood, 
,  Now  feem'd  to  look  abundance  better, 
Improv'd  in  pi£lure,  fize,  and  letter ; 
And,  high  in  order  plac'd,  defcribe 
The  heraldry  of  every  tribe  *.  ICO 

A  bedftead  of  the  antique  mode. 
Compact  of  timber  many  a  load. 
Such  as  our  anceftors  did  ufe. 
Was  metamorphos'd  into  pews; 

*  The  tribes  of  Ifrael  are  fnmetimes   diflinguifiied  In  country 
churches  by  the  enfigns  given  to  them  by  Jacob. 

V/hich 
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Which  ftill  their  ancient  nature  keep  loc 

By  lodging  folks  difpos'd  to  fleep. 

The  cottage  by  fuch  fc ?.ts  as  thefe 
Grown  to  a  church  by  juil  degrees. 
The  hermit?  then  defir'd  their  hoft 
To  a(k  for  what  he  fancy'd  moft.  1 1  o 

Philemon,  having  paus'd  a  while, 
Return'd  them  thanks  in  homely  ftyle : 
Then  faid.  My  houfe  is  grown  {o  fine, 
Methinks  I  frill  would  call  it  mine ; 
I  'm  old,  and  fain  would  live  at  eafe  ;  115 

Make  me  the  par/on,  if  you  pleafe. 

He  fpoke,  and  prefently  he  feels 
His  grazier's  coat  fall  down  his  heels : 
He  fees,  yet  hardly  can  believe. 
About  each  arm  a  pudding-fleeve ;  12% 

His  waiftcoat  to  a  caffock  grew. 
And  both  afTum'd  a  fable  hue; 
But,  being  old,  continued  juft 
As  thread-bare,  and  as  full  of  dull. 
His  talk  was  r.ow  of  tithes  and  dues:  I25 

He  fmok'd  his  pipe,  and  read  the  news ; 
Knew  how  to  preach  old  fermons  next, 
Vamp'd  in  the  preface  and  the  text ; 
At  chriftenings  \yell  could  adl  his  part. 
And  had  the  fervice  all  by  heart;  13© 

Wifh'd  women  might  have  children  fall. 
And  thought  whofe  fow  had  farrow'd  lafl; 
Againfl:  d'-JJenters  v/ould  repine. 
And  ilood  up  iirm  for  right  di'viney 

Found 
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Found  his  head  fill'd  with  many  a  fyftem:  135 

But  claffic  authors, — he  ne'er  mifs'd  'em. 

Thus  having  furbifh'd  up  a  parfon. 
Dame  Baucis  next  they  play'd  their  farce  on. 
Inftead  of  home-fpun  coifs,  were  feen 
Good  pinners  edg'd  with  colberteen;  14.0 

Her  petticoat,  transform'd  apace, 
Became  black  fattin  flounc'd  with  lace. 
Plain  Goody  would  no  longer  dov\Ti ; 
'Twas  Madam y  in  her  grogram  gown. 
Philemon  was  in  great  furprize,  14^ 

And  hardly  could  believe  his  eyes, 
Amaz'd  to  fee  her  look  fo  prim ; 
And  ihe  admir'd  as  much  at  him. 

Thus  happy  in  their  change  of  life 
Were  feveral  years  this  man  and  wife;  1-0 

When  on  a  day,  which  prov'd  their  laft, 
Difcourfing  o'er  old  ftories  paft. 
They  went  by  chance,  amidft  their  talk. 
To  the  church-yard  to  take  a  walk ; 
When  Baucis  haftily  cry'd  out,  1  c;5 

My  dear,  I  fee  your  forehead  fprout ! 
Sprout!  quoth  the  manj  what's  this  you  tell  us? 
I  hope  you  don't  believe  me  jealous ! 
But  yet,  methinks,  I  feel  it  true; 
And  really  yours  is  budding  too —  j6g 

Nay, — now  I  cannot  ftir  my  foot; 
It  feels  as  if  'twere  taking  root. 

Defcription  would  but  tire  my  Mufe; 
In  fhort,  they  both  were  turn'd  Koyevjs, 

Old 


/> 
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Old  Goodman  Dobfon  of  the  green  16^ 

Remembers,  he  the  trees  has  feen; 
He  '11  talk  of  them  from  nocn  till  night. 
And  goes  with  folks  to  ihevv  the  fight: 
On  Sundays,  after  evening-prayer. 
He  gathers  all  the  parilh  there;  1 70 

Points  out  the  place  of  either  j/fxuf 
Here  Baucis,  there  Philemon,  grew ; 
Till  once  a  parfon  of  our  town. 
To  mend  liis  barn,  cut  Baucis  down ; 
At  which  'tis  hard  to  be  believ'd  l 

How  much  the  other  tree  was  griev'd. 
Grew  fcrubbed,  dy'd  a-top,  was  Hunted  j 
So  the  next  parfon  llubb'd  and  burnt  it* 


ELEGY 

On  the  fuppofed  Death   of  Partridge,  the 

Almanack-Maker.     1708. 

ELL;  'tis  as  Bickerftaff  has  guefs'd^ 
Though  we  all  took  it  for  a  jell: 
Partridge  is  dead;  nay  more,  he  dy'd 
Ere  he  could  prove  the  good  'fquire  ly'd. 
Strange,  an  ailrologer  Ihould  die 
Without  one  wonder  in  the  fky  ! 
Not  one  of  all  his  crony  flars 
To  pay  their  duty  at  his  hearfe ! 
No  meteor,  no  eclipfe  appear'd! 


No  comet  with  a  flaming  beard ! 
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The  fun  has  rofe,  and  gone  to  bed, 
Juft  as  if  Partridge  were  not  dead; 
Nor  hid  hirafelf  behind  the  moon. 
To  make  a  dreadful  night  at  noon. 
He  at  fit  periods  walks  through  Aries, 
Ho'.ve'er  cur  earthly  motion  varies ; 
And  twice  a  year  he  'II  cut  th'  equator. 
As  if  there  had  been  no  fach  matter. 

Some  wits  have  wonder'd  what  analogy 
There  is  'twixt  *  cabling  and  aftrology ; 
Hov/  Partridge  made  his  optic i  rife 
From  2l  pjoe-jde  to  reach  the  ikies. 

A  lift  the  cobler's  tern  Dies  ties. 
To  keep  the  hair  out  of  his  eyes ; 
From  whence  'tis  plain,  the  diadem 
That  princes  wear,  derives  from  them : 
And  therefore  crouons  are  now-a-days 
Adorn'd  \v\xki  golden  J} ars  and  rays\ 
Wliich  plainly  flhews  the  near  alliance 
'Twixt  cobling  and  the  planets  fcience. 

Befides,  that  flow-pac'd  fign  Bootes, 
As  'tis  mifcall'd,  we  know  not  who  'tis : 
But  Partridge  ended  all  difputes ; 
He  knew  his  trade,  and  call'd  it  f  boots. 

The  horned  moon,  which  heretofore 
Upon  their  (hoes  the  Romans  wore, 
Whofe  widenefs  kept  their  toes  from  corns. 
And  whence  we  claim  oxn  Jhoeijig'hornSf 

*  Partridge  was  a  cobler.         f  See  his  almanack. 

Shews 
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Shews  how  the  art  of  coblino  bears 

o 

A  near  refemblance  to  xh^jpheres. 

A  fcrap  oi  parchment  hung  by  geometry 
(A  great  refinement  in  barometry ) 
Can,  Hke  the  ftars,  foretel  the  weather; 
And  what  is  parchment  elfe  but  leather? 
Which  an  aftrologer  might  ufe 
Either  for  abnanacks  or  Jhoes. 

Thus  Partridge  by  his  wit  and  parts 
At  once  did  pradife  both  thefe  arts : 
And  as  the  boding  owl  (or  rather 
The  bat,  becaufe  her  wings  are  leather). 
Steals  from  her  private  cell  by  night. 
And  flies  about  the  candle-light ; 
So  learned  Partridge  could  as  well 
Creep  in  the  dark  from  leathern  cell. 
And  ia  his  fancy  fly  as  far 
To  peep  upon  a  twinkling  fl:ar, 

Belides,  he  could  confound  xh^/pheres. 
And  fet  the  planets  by  the  ears ; 
To  fliew  liis  &ill,  he  Mars  could  join 
To  Venus  in  afpe^  malign ; 
Then  call  in  Mercury  for  aid. 
And  cure  the  wounds  that  Venus  made. 

Great  icholars  have  in  Lucian  read. 
When  Philip  king  of  Greece  was  dead, 
\-\\s/oul  2ii\di  Jpirif  did  divide. 
And  each  part  took  a  different  fide : 
One  rofe  a  flar ;  the  other  fell 
Beneath,  and  mended  flices  in  hell. 


Thui 

I 
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Thus  Partridge  ftlll  fhines  in  each  art. 
The  colling  2ivAjiar-gaz.ing  partj 
And  is  inftall'd  as  good  a  liar 
As  any  of  the  Caefars  are. 

Triumphant  ftar !  fome  pity  fhow 
On  cohhrs  militant  below. 
Whom  roguiih  boys,  in  fiormy  nights. 
Torment  by  pilling  out  their  lights; 
Or  through  a  chink,  convey  their  fmoke, 
Inclos'd  artificers  to  choke. 

Thou,  high  exalted  in  thy  fphere. 
May' ft  follow  ftill  thy  calling  there. 
To  thee  the  Bull  will  lend  his  hide^ 
By  Phcebus  newly  tann'd  and  dry'd; 
For  thee  they  Argo's  hulk  will  tax. 
And  fcrape  her  pitchy  fides  for  njoax: 
Then  Ariadne  kindly  lends 
Her  braided  hair  to  make  the  ends : 
The  points  of  Sagittarius'  dart 
Turns  to  an  a-ivl  by  heavenly  art; 
And  Vulcan,  wheedled  by  his  wife. 
Will  forge  for  thee  a  paring-hiife. 
For  want  of  room  by  Virgo's  fide. 
She  '11  ftrain  a  point,  and  fet  aftride. 
To  take  thee  kindly  in  betu^jeen ; 
And  then  theyf^«j  v-dll  be  thirteen  * 

THE     EPITAPH. 

HERE,  five  feet  deep,  lies  on  his  back, 
A  cobUr,  ftarmongery  and  q^uack ; 

Wh# 
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Who  to  thej^ars  in  pure  gcod-will 
Does  to  his  beft  look  upward  ftill. 
Weep,  all  you  cuftomers  that  ufe 
His  pil/s,  his  almanacks i  or  Jhoes  : 
And  you  that  did  your  fortunes  feek, 
5tep  to  his  grave  but  once  a  week : 
This  earth  which  bears  his  body's  print. 
You  '11  find  has  fo  much  virtue  in  't, 
That  I  durft  pawn  my  ears  'twill  tell 
Whate'er  concerns  you  full  as  well. 
In  phyjickf  Jiclen-goods,  or  love. 
As  he  himfelf  could,  when  above. 

MERLIN'S     PROPHECY.     1,09. 

SEVEN  and  ten  addyd  to  nine. 
Of  Fraunce  her  woe  this  is  the  fygne; 
Tamys  rivere  twys  y-frozen, 
Walke  fans  wetyng  fhoes  ne  hozen. 
Then  comyth  foorthe,  ich  underftonde. 
From  towne  of  ftofFe  to  fattvn  londe. 
An  hardie  chiftan*,  woe  the  morne. 
To  Fraunce  that  evere  he  was  born. 
Then  fhall  the  fyfhef  bewe)'le  his  boffe; 
Nor  fhall  grin  berrys|  make  up  the  lofie. 
Yonge  Symnelejl  ihall  again  mifcarrye ; 
And  Norways  pryd§  again  fhall  marrey: 
And  from  the  tree  where  blofums  feele. 
Rife  fruit  fhall  come,  and  all  is  wele. 

*  D.  of  Marlborough.  -f   The  Dauphin. 

I  D.  of  Berry.     ||  The  young  Pretender.     §  Q^Anne. 
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Reaums  fhall  daunce  honde  in  honde*. 
And  it  fhall  be  m^rye  in  old  Inglonde ; 
Then  old  Inglonde  fliaU  be  no  more. 
And  no  man  Ihall  be  forie  therefore. 
Geryonf  (hall  have  three  hedes  agayne. 
Till  HaplhurgeJ  makyth  them  but  twayne, 

A    DESCRIPTION    OF 

THE      MORNING.      1709. 

NOW  hardly  here  and  there  an  hackney  coach 
Appearing,  fhew'd  the  ruddy  morn's  approach. 
Now  Betty  from  her  mafcer's  bed  had  flown. 
And  foftly  Hole  to  difcompofe  her  own  ; 
The  flipfhod  'prentice  from  his  mailer's  door 
Had  par'd  the  dirt,  and  fprinkled  round  the  floor. 
Now  Moll  had  whirl'd  her  mop  with  dextrous  airs, 
Prepar'd  to  fcrub  the  entry  and  the  flairs. 
The  youth  with  brcomy  ftumps  began  to  trace 
The  kennel's  edge,  where  wheels  had  worn  the  place. 
The  fmall-coal-man  was  heard  uith  cadence  deeo. 
TiU  drown'd  in  fhriller  notes  of  chimney-fweep. 
Duns  at  his  Lordfhip's  gate  began  to  meet; 
And  brick-dud  Moll  had  fcream'd  through  half  the  ftreet. 
The  turnkey  now  his  flock  returning  izt'^t 
Duly  let  out  a-nights  to  fleal  for  fees : 
The  watchful  bailiffs  take  their  lilent  frands. 
And  fchool-bovs  la^  with  fatchels  in  their  hands. 

*  By  the  Unlun*  f   A  King  of  Spain  /lain    by  Kcrcules. 

\  The  Archduke  Charles  was  of  the  Hapfourg  family. 

Vol.  XLU.  F  a     d  e- 
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A     DESCRIPTION     OF 

A      C    I    T    Y  -  S    H    O    W    E    R. 

In  Imitation  of  Virgil's  Georgics.   1 7 1  o. 

CAREFUL  obfervers  may  fortel  the  hour 
(By  fure  prognoftics)  when  to  dread  a  fhower. 
While  rain  depends,  the  penfive  cat  gives  o'er 
Her  frolicks,  and  purfues  her  tail  no  more. 
Returning  home  at  night,  you  '11  find  the  link 
Strike  your  oiFended  fenfe  with  double  ftink. 
If  you  be  wife,  then  go  not  far  to  dine ; 
You  '11  fpend  in  coach-hire  more  than  fave  in  wine. 
A  coming  fhower  your  {hooting  corns  prefage. 
Old  aches  will  throb,  your  hollow  tooth  will  rage. 
Sauntering  in  cofFee-houfe  is  Dulman  feen ; 
He  damns  the  climate,  and  complains  oijpleen. 

Meanwhile  the  fouth,  rifmg  with  dabbled  wings, 
A  fable  cloud  athwart  the  welkin  flings. 
That  fwili'd  more  liquor  tlian  it  could  contain. 
And,  like  a  drunkard,  gives  it  up  again. 
Erifk  Sufan  whips  her  linen  from  the  rope. 
While  the  firji  drizzling  lliower  is  borne  aflope : 
Such  is  that  fprinkling  which  fome  carelefs  quean 
Flirts  on  you  from  her  mop,  but  not  fo  clean: 
You  fly,  invoke  the  gods ;  then,  turning,  flop 
To  rail;  fhe,  fmging,  fiill  whirls  on  her  mop. 
Not  yet  the  duft  had  fhunn'd  th'  unequal  flrife. 
But,  aided  by  tlie  wind,  fought  Itill  for  life  i 

And, 
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And,  wafted  with  its  foe  by  violent  guft, 

'Twas  doubtful  which  was  rain,  and  which  was  dull:. 

Ah !  where  muft  needy  poet  feek  for  aid. 

When  duft  and  rain  at  once  his  coat  invade? 

Sole  coat !  where  dull  cemented  by  the  rain 

Eredti  the  nap,  and  leaves  a  cloudy  ftainl 

Now  in  contiguous  drops  the  flood  comes  down. 
Threatening  with  deluge  this  devoted  town. 
To  Ihops  in  crouds  the  daggled  females  fly. 
Pretend  to  cheapen  goods,  but  nothing  buy. 
The  templar  fpruce,  while  every  fpout  's  abroach. 
Stays  till  'tis  fair,  yet  feems  to  call  a  coach. 
The  tuck'd-up  femilrefs  walks  with  hafly  ftrides. 
While  fl:reams  run  dovvn  her  oil'd  umbrella's  fides. 
Here  various  kinds,  by  various  fortunes  led. 
Commence  acquaintance  underneath  a  flied. 
Triumphant  Tories  and  defponding  V.'Tiigs 
Forget  their  feuds,  and  jom  to  fave  their  wigs. 
Box'd  in  a  chair,  the  beau  impatient  flts. 
While  fpouts  run  clattering  o'er  the  roof  by  fits. 
And  ever  and  anon  with  frightful  din 
1"he  leather  founds ;  he  trembles  from  within. 
So  when  Troy  chairmen  bore  the  svooden  fl:eed. 
Pregnant  with  Greeks  impatient  to  be  freed, 
(Thofe  bully  Greeks,  vv^ho,  as  the  moderns  do, 
Inilead  of  paying  chairmen,  ran  them  through) 
Laocoon  ftruck  the  outflde  with  his  fpear. 
And  each  imprifon'd  hero  quak'd  for  fear. 

Now  from  all  parts  the  fwelling  kennels  flow. 
And  bear  their  trophies  with  them  as  they  go; 

F  2  Filths 
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Filths  of  all  hues  and  odours  feem  to  tell 
What  flreet  they  fail'd  from  by  their  fight  and  fmell. 
They,  as  each  torrent  drives,  with  rapid  force. 
From  Smithfield  or  St.  'Pulchre's  {hape  their  courfe. 
And  in  huge  confluence  join'd  at  Snowhill  ridge. 
Fall  from  the  conduit  prone  to  Holbourn  bridge. 
Sweepings    from  butchers'  Halls,   dung,   guts,  and^ 

blood, 
Drown'd   puppies,  flinking  fprats,  all  drench'd  in  . 

mud. 
Dead  cats,  and  turnip-tops,  come  tumbling  down 

the  flood. 

On  the  Little  House  by  the  Church-yard 
OF  Castlenock.     1710. 

TT  7HOEVER  pleafetli  to  enquire 

V  V      Why  yonder  fteeple  wants  a  fpire. 
The  grey  old  fellow  poet  *joe 
The  philofophic  caufe  will  ftiow. 
Once  on  a  time  a  weilern  blafl 
At  leaft  twelve  inches  overcaft. 
Reckoning  roof,  weathercock,  and  all. 
Which  came  with  a  prodigious  fall ; 
And  turning  topfy-turvy  round. 
Light  with  its  bottom  on  the  ground ; 
For,  by  the  laws  of  gravitation. 
It  fell  into  its  proper  ftation. 


*  Mr.  Beaumont  of  Trinif 
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This  is  the  little  ftrutting  pile. 
You  fee  juft  by  the  church-yard  ftile; 
The  walls  in  tumbling  gave  a  knock ; 
And  thus  the  fteeple  got  a  Ihock ; 
From  whence  the  neighbouring  farmer  calls 
The  fteeple.  Knock ;  the  vicar,  *  Walls, 

The  vicar  once  a  week  creeps  in. 
Sits  with  his  knees  up  to  his  chin ; 
Here  conns  his  notes,  and  takes  a  whet. 
Till  the  fmall  ragged  flock  is  met. 

A  traveller,  who  by  did  pafs, 
Obferv'd  the  roof  behind  the  grafs ; 
On  tiptoe  Hood,  and  rear'd  his  fnout. 
And  faw  the  parfon  creeping  out; 
Was  much  furpriz'd  to  fee  a  crow 
Venture  to  build  his  neft  fo  low. 

A  fchool-boy  ran  unto  't,  and  thought. 
The  crib  was  down,  the  blackbird  caught, 
A  third,  who  loft  his  vv^ay  by  night. 
Was  forc'd  for  fafety  to  alight; 
And,  ftepping  o'er  the  fabric-roof. 
His  horfe  had  like  to  fpoil  his  hoof. 

Warburton  f  took  it  in  his  noddle. 
This  building  was  defign'd  a  model 
Or  of  a  pigeon-houfe  or  oven. 
To  bake  one  loaf,  and  keep  one  dove  in. 

Then  Mrs.  Johnfon  %  gave  her  verdicl. 
And  every  one  was  pleas'd  that  heard  it : 

*  Archdeacon  Wall,  a  correfpondent  of  Swift's. 
-j-  Dr.  Swift's  curats  at  Laracor.  \  Stella* 

F3  AU 
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All  that  you  make  this  flir  about. 
Is  but  a  ftill  which  wants  a  fpout. 
The  reverend  Dr.  *  Raymond  guefs'd 
More  probably  than  all  the  reft; 
He  faid,  but  that  it  wanted  room. 
It  might  have  been  a  pigmy's  tomb- 

The  D odor's  family  came  b^v 
And  little  mifs  began  to  cry ; 
Give  me  that  houfc  in  my  own  liand ! 
Then  madam  bade  the  chariot  ftand, 
Cali'd  to  the  clerk,  in  manner  mild. 
Pray,  reach  that  tiling  here  to  the  chUd;; 
That  thing,  I  mean,  among  the  kale : 
And  here  's  to  buy  a  pot  of  ale. 

The  clerk  faid  to  her,  in  a  heat. 
What !  fell  my  mafter's  country  feat. 
Where  he  comes  every  week  from  town !: 
He  v/ould  not  fell  it  for  a  cro\^mi. 
Poh!  fellow,  keep  not  fuch  a  pother; 
In  half  an  hour  thou  'it  make  another. 

Says  f  Nancy,  I  can  make  for  mils 
A  liner  houfe  ten  times  than  this  j 
The  Dean  will  give  me  willow- iHcks^, 
And  Joe  my  apron-fuU  of  bricks- 


*  Miniiler  of  Trim. 


I 


1  he  waiting-v/oman* 


v; 
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O  F 

SID  HAMET  THE  MAGICIAN'S  ROD. 

1710. 

THE  rod  was  but  a  harmlefs  wand. 
While  Mofes  held  It  in  his  hand ; 
But,  foon  as  e'er  he  laid  it  donjuriy 
'Twas  a  devouring  ferpent  grown. 

Our  great  magician,  Hamet  Sid> 
Reverfes  what  the  prophet  did : 
His  rod  was  honefl  EnglilTi  wood^ 
That  fenfelefs  in  a  corner  flood. 
Till,  metamorphos'd  by  his  grafp. 
It  grew  an  all-devouring  afp; 
Would  hifs,  and  fling,  and  roll,  and  twill. 
By  the  mere  virtue  of  his  fill; 
But,  when  he  laid  it  do-joriy  as  quick 
Rcfum'd  the  figure  of  a  flick. 

So  to  her  midnight-feafls  the  hag- 
Rides  on  a  broomllick  for  a  nag. 
That,  rais'd  by  magick  of  her  breech, 
O'e^*  fea  and  land  conveys  the  witch; 
But  with  the  morning-dawn  refumes 
The  peaceful  flate  of  common  brooms. 

They  tell  us  fometMng  ftrange  and  odd 
About  a  certain  magic  rod* ^ 

*  The  virgula  dlvlna^  fa:d  to  be  attradled  by  minerals. 

F  4  That, 
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That,  bending  down  its  top,  divines 
Whene'er  the  foil  has  golden  mines ; 
WTiere  there  are  none,  it  ftands  erecl. 
Scorning  to  Ihew  the  leaft  refpedl. 
As  ready  was  the  ivand  of  Sid 
To  bsnd  where  gclden  mines  were  hid  ; 
In  Scottiih  hills  found  precious  ore  *, 
Where  none  e'er  look'd  for  it  before  ^ 
And  by  a  gentle  bonju  divin'd, 
Kow  well  a  cully^s  purfe  was  lin'd : 
To  a  forlorn  and  broken  rake 
Stood  v/ithoat  motion,  like  a  Hake. 

The  rod  of  Hermes  was  renown'd 
For  charms  above  and  under  ground  ; 
To  fieep  could  mortal  eye-Kds  £x. 
And  drive  departed  fouls  to  Styx. 
That  rod\v?,s  juft  a  type  of  Sid's, 
Which  o'er  a  Britifn  fenate's  lids 
Could  fcatter  dpium  full  as  well. 
And  drive  as  vnaxvy  fouls  to  hell. 

Sid's  rod  was  (lender,  white,  and  tall, 
VfTiich  oft'  he  us'd  to  f/h  withal ; 
A  plaice  v/as  faflen'd  to  the  hook. 
And  many  fcore  o^  gudzcons  took : 
Yet  ilill  fo  happy  was  his  fate, 
Ke  caught  his  j^Z--,  and  fj.v'd  his  hait. 

Sid's  brethren  of  the  conjuring  tribe 
A  circle  with  their  ycd  defcribe, 

*  Suppofed  to  allude  to  the  Union . 


Which 
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Which  proves  a  magical  redoubt 
To  keep  mijchie'vous  Jpirits  out. 
Sid's  rod  was  of  a  larger  llride. 
And  made  a  circle  thrice  as  wide, 
V^\izx^fpirits  throng'd  with  hideous  din^, 
And  he  Hood  there  to  take  them  in : 
But,  when  th'  inchanted  rod  was  broke. 
They  vaniih'd  in  a  ftinking  fmoke. 

Achilles'  fceptre  was  of  wood. 
Like  Sid's,  but  nothing  near  fo  good ; 
That  down  from  anceftors  divine 
Tranfmitted  to  the  hero's  line. 
Thence,  through  a  long  defcent  of  kings^^ 
Came  an  heir- loom,  as  Homer  lings. 
Though  this  defcription  looks  fo  big. 
That  yc-^//r^  was  a  faplefs  twig. 
Which,  from  the  fatal  day,  when  firft 
It  left  the  foreil  where  'twas  nurs'd. 
As  Homer  tells  us  o'er  and  o'er. 
Nor  leaf,  nor  fruit,  nor  bloffom,  bore. 
Sid's  fceptre,  fuU  of  juice,  did  fhoot 
In  golden  boughs,  and  golden  fruity 
And  he,  the  dragon  never  fleeping. 
Guarded  each  fair  Hefperian  pippin. 
No  hcbhy-horfe,  with  gorgeous  top^ 
The  dearell  in  Charles  Mather's  *  Ihop, 
Or  glittering  tinfel  of  May-fair, 
Could  with  this  rod  of  Sid  com.pare. 


An  eminent  toyman  in  Fleet-ftrect, 


Dear 
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Dear  Sid,  then,  why  wert  thou  ib  mad 
To  break  thy  rod  like  naughty  lad  ! 
You  ihould  have  kifs'd  it  in  your  diilrefs. 
And  then  return'd  it  to  your  mijire/s ; 
Or  made  it  a  Nevvmarivet  *  hvitch. 
And  not  a  rod  for  thy  own  breech. 
But  fmce  old  Sid  has  broken  this. 
His  next  may  be  a  red  in.  pifs. 


ATLAS;  OR,  THE  MINISTER  OF  STATE. 

TO       THE 

LORD  TREASURER  OXFORD.     1710. 

ATL  AS^  we  read  in  ancient  fong. 
Was  fo  exceeding  tall  and  fb'ong> 
He  bore  the  flcies  upon  his  back, 
Jull  as  a  pedlar  does  his  pack : 
But,  as  a  pedlar  overprefs'd 
Unloads  upon  a  ftall  to  reft ; 
Or,  when  he  can  no  longer  ftand, 
Defires  a  friend  to  lend  a  hand ; 
So  Atlas,  left  the  ponderous  fpheres 
Should  fmk,  and  fall  about  Ms  ears. 
Got  Hercules  to  bear  the  pile. 
That  he  mi^^ht  fit  and  reft  awhile. 


o 


*  Lord  Godolphin    Is    fatlrized    by   Mr.    Pope    for    a  ftrong 
attachsicnt  to  the  turf.     See  his  Moral  Eflays« 

Yet 
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Yet  Hercules  was  not  fo  ftrong. 
Nor  could  have  borne  it  half  fo  long. 

Great  ftatefmen  are  in  this  condition ; 
And  Atlas  is  a  politician, 
A  premier  minifter  of  ftate ; 
Alcides  one  of  fecond  rate. 
Suppofe  then  Atlas  ne'er  fo  wife; 
Yet,  when  the  weight  of  kingdoms  lies 
Too  long  upon  his  fingle  fhoulders. 
Sink  down  he  muil,  or  find  upholders, 

A     TOWN     ECLOGUE.      1710. 

Scene,  The  Royal  Exchange. 

Co  R  Y  D  0  N. 

NOW  the  keen  rigour  of  the  winter  's  o'er. 
No  hail  defcends,  and  frofts  can  pinch  no  more; 
Whilft  other  girls  confefs  the  genial  fpring. 
And  laugh  aloud,  or  ajnorous  ditties  fmg. 
Secure  from  cold  their  lovely  necks  difplay. 
And  throw  each  ufelefs  chafing-difh  away  j 
Why  iits  my  Phillis  difcontented  here. 
Nor  feels  the  turn  of  the  revolving  year  ? 
Why  on  that  brow  dwell  forrow  and  difmay. 
Where  Loves  were  wont  to  fport,  and  Smiles  to  play? 

Phillis.  Ah,  Cory  don !  furvey  the  'Change  around. 
Through  all  the  'Change  no  wretch  Hke  me  is  found ; 
Alas !  the  day,  when  I,  poor  heedlefs  maid. 
Was  to  your  rooms  in  Lincoln's-Inn  betray'd; 
Then  how  you  fvvore,  how  many  vows  you  made ! 

Yc 
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Ye  liilenlng  Zephyrs,  that  o'erheard  his  love. 
Waft  the  foft  accents  to  the  gods  above. 
Alas!  the  day;  for  (oh,  eternal  Ihame!) 
I  fold  you  handkerchiefs,  and  loft  my  fame. 

Cor.  When  I  forget  the  favour  you  beftow'd. 
Red  herrings  Ihall  be  fpawn'd  in  Tyburn  Road, 
Fleet-ilreet  transform'd  become  a  flowery  green. 
And  mafs  be  fang  where  operas  are  feen  ; 
The  wealthy  cit,  and  the  St.  James's  beau. 
Shall  change  their  quarters,  and  their  joys  forego; 
Stock-jobbing  this  to  Jonathan's  fhall  come. 
At  the  Groom  Porter's  that  play  off  his  plum. 

Phil.  But  what  to  me  does  all  that  love  avail. 
If,  while  I  doze  at  home  o'er  porter's  ale. 
Each  night  with  wine  and  wenches  you  regale  } 
My  live-long  hours  in  anxious  cares  are  paft. 
And  raging  hunger  lays  my  beauty  wafle. 
On  templars  fpruce  in  vain  I  glances  throw. 
And  v/ith  (hrill  voice  invite  them  as  they  go. 
Expos'd  in  vain  my  glofTy  ribbands  Ihine, 
And  unregarded  wave  upon  the  twine. 
The  wQtk.  flies  round ;  and,  when  my  profit 's  known, 
I  hardly  clear  enough  to  change  a  crown. 

Cor.  Hard  fate  of  virtue,  thus  to  be  diftrell. 
Thou  faireil  of  thy  trade,  and  far  the  bell ! 
As  fruitmen's  lialls  the  fummer-market  grace. 
And  ruddy  peaches  them;  as  firft  in  place 
Plum-cake  is  feen  o'er  fmalier  pallry  ware. 
And  ice  on  that;  fo  Phillis  does  appear 
In  play-houfe  and  in  park,  above  the  reft 
Of  belles  mechanic,  elegantly  drefl.  Phil. 
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Phil.  And  yet  Crepundia,  that  conceited  fair, 
Amidft  her  toys,  aiFecls  a  faucy  air. 
And  views  me  hourly  with  a  fcomfal  eye. 

Cor.  She  misrht  as  well  with  bright  Cleora  vie. 
Phil.  V/ith  this  large  petticoat  1  ftrive  in  vain 
To  hide  my  folly  paft,  and  coming  pain : 
'Tis  now  no  fecret;  ihe,  and  fifty  more, 
Obferve  the  fymptoms  I  had  once  before : 
A  fecond  babe  at  Wapping  mull  be  plac'd. 
When  I  fcarce  bear  the  charges  of  the  laft. 

Cor.  What  I  could  raife  I  fent;  a  pound  of  plums. 
Five  ihiiiings,  and  a  coral  for  his  gums ; 
To-morrow  I  intend  him  fomething  more. 

Phil.  I  fent  a  frock  and  pair  of  fhoes  before. 
Cor.  However,  you  Ihall  home  with  me  to-night. 
Forget  your  cares,  and  revel  in  delight. 
I  have  in  llore  a  pint  or  two  of  wine. 
Some  cracknels,  and  the  remnant  of  a  chine. 

And  now  on  either  fide,  and  all  around. 
The  weighty  fhop-boards  fall  and  bars  refound; 
Each  ready  femftrefs  flips  her  pattins  on. 
And  ties  her  hoed,  preparing  to  be  gone. 

EPITAPH, 

Infcribed  en  a  Marble  Tablet,  in  Serkeley  Church, 

Carolas  Comes  de  Berkeley,  Vicecomes  Durfiey, 

Baro  Berkeley,  de  Berkeley  Caft.  Mowbray,  Segrave, 

Et  Bruce,  e  Nobilifilmoordine  Balnei  Eques, 

VIx  ad  genus  quod  fpedtat  Sc  Proavos  ufque^uaque  Nobiiis, 

Et 


> 


I 
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Et  longo,  fi  quis  alius  Procerum  ftemmate  edltus ; 

Munlis  etiam  tarn  illuftri  ftirpi  dignis  infignitus. 

Siquldem  a  GulieimoIII°  ad  ordiiies  foederati  Belgii 

Ablegatus  Sc  Plenipotendarius  Extraordinarius 
Rebus,  non  Britannias  tantum,  fed  totius  fere  Europae 
(Tunc  temporis  praefertim  ardu'is)  per  annos  V.  incubuit* 
Quam  fellci  dil'igentia,  fide  quam  intemerata. 
Ex  illo  difcas,  Ledtor,  quod,  fuperftite  Patre, 
In  Magnatum  ordinem  adfcifci  meruerit. 
Fuit  a  fandtioribus  confiliis  &  Regi  Guliel-  &  Annae  Reginae, 
E  Proregibus  Hiberniae  fecundus, 
ComitatuumCivitatumqueGloceft.&Brift.DorainusLocumtenens, 
Surriae  &  Gloceft.  Cuftos  Rot.  Urbis  Gloceft.  magnus 
Senefcallus,  Arclo  fandli  de  Briavell  Caftellanus, 
Guardianus  Foreftas  de  Dean.  « 

Denlque  ad  Tuicarum  primum,  deinde  ad  Roman.  Imperatorera 
Cum  Legatus  Extraordinarius  dcGgnatus  eflet. 
Quo  minus  has  etiam  ornaret  provincias 
Obftitit  adverfa  corporis  vale tudo- 
Sed  reftat  adhuc,  prae  quo  fordefcunt  caetera, 
Konos  verus,  ftabilis,  et  vel  morti.cedere  nefcius. 
Quod  veritatem  Evangelicam  ferio  amplexusj 
Erga  Deum  pi  us,  erga  pauperes  munificus, 
Adversus  omnes  aequus  &benevolus, 
In  Chrifto  jam  placide  obdormit 
cum  eodem  oJim  regnaturus  una, 
NatusVIIlo  April.  MDCXLIX.  denatus 
XXlVo  Seftem.  MDCCX.  aetat.  fuasLXII. 
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MIDAS,  we  are  in  ftory  told,  ,\ 

Turn'd  ever)'  thing  he  touch'd  io  gold :  |. 

He  chip'd  hii  beard;  the  pieces  round 
Glitter'd  like  fpangies  on  the  ground :  A 
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A  codling,  ere  it  went  his  lip  in. 
Would  ftrait  become  a  gclden  pippin  : 
He  caird  for  drink ;  you  faw  him  fup 
Potable  gold  in  golden  cup  : 
His  empty  paunch  that  he  might  fill. 
He  fack'd  his  victuals  through  a  quill : 
Untouch'd  it  pafs'd  between  his  grinders. 
Or  't  had  been  happy  for  gold-finders  : 
He  cock'd  his  hat,  you  would  have  faid 
IMambrino's  helm  adorn'd  his  head : 
Whene'er  he  chanc'd  his  hands  to  lay 
On  magazines  of  corn  or  hay, 
Gold  ready  coin'd  appear'd,  inflead 
Of  paltry  pro^oender  and  bread ; 
Hence  by  wife  farmers  we  are  told. 
Old  hay  is  equal  to  old  gold ; 
And  hence  a  critic  deep  maintains. 
We  leam'd  to  weigh  our  gold  by  grains, 

This/iPo/  had  got  a  lucky  hit ; 
And  people  fancy'd  he  had  wit. 
Two  gods  their  ikill  in  mufick  try'd. 
And  both  chofe  Midas  to  decide : 
He  againft  Phoebus'  harp  decreed. 
And  gave  it  for  Pan's  oaten  reed : 
The  god  of  wit,  to  fhew  his  grudge, 
Clapt  ajfes'*  ears  upon  the  judge; 
A  goodly  pair  erect  and  wide. 
Which  he  could  neither  zi-ii  nor  hide* 
And  now  the  virtue  of  his  hatids 
Was  lo£t  among  Padolus'  {knds, 

Againft 
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Agamfl:  whofe  torrent  while  he  fwims. 
The  golden  fcurf  peels  off  his  limbs : 
Fame  fpreads  the  news,  and  people  travel 
From  far  to  gather  golden  gravel ; 
Midas,  expos'd  to  all  their  jeers. 
Had  loll:  his  art,  and  kept  his  ears. 

THIS  tale  inclines  the  gentle  reader 
To  think  upon  a  certain  leader ; 
To  whorri,  from  Midas  dovv^n,  defcends 
That  virtue  in  the  fingers'  ends. 
What  elfe  by  perquijlies  are  meant. 
By  penjtoniy  bribes,  and  three  p£r  cent. 
By  places  and  commijjions  fold, 
And  turning  dung  'w.i^'i.  \o  gold? 
By  ftarving  in  the  midft  of  llore. 
As  t'other  Midas  did  before  ? 

None  e'er  did  modern  Midas  chufe, 
Subjedl  or  patron  of  his  Mufe, 
But  found  him  thus  their  merit  fcan. 
That  Phoebus  muft  give  place  to  Pan: 
He  values  not  the  poet's  praife. 
Nor  will  exxhange  his  plurnbs  for  bays. 
To  Pan  alone  rich  mifers  call; 
And  there  's  the  jeil,  for  Pan  is  all. 
Here  Engliih  v/its  will  be  to  feek, 
Kowe'er,  ^tis  all  one  in  the  Greek. 

Eefides,  it  plainly  now  appears 
Our  Midas  too  hath  aj/i's^  ears ; 
Where  every  fool  his  m.outh  applies. 
And  whifpers  in  a  thoufand  lies : 


Such 
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■Such  grcfs  dclufions  could  not  pafs 
Through  any  ears  but  of  an  afs. 

^xiX. gold  defiles  with  frequent  touch; 
There 's  nothing  fouls  the  hand  fo  machi 
And  fcholars  give  it  for  the  caufe 
Of  Britifh  Midas'  dirty  paws; 
Which  while  i^cjo-fcnate  lirove  to  fcour. 
They  wafh'd  away  the  chemic  power. 

While  he  his  utmoll  llrength  apply'd^ 
To  fwim  againll  tnis  popular  tldey 
The  golden  fpcils  flew  oiF  apace ; 
Here  fell  a  penjion,  there  a  place ; 
The  torrent  mercilefs  imbibes 
Commij/ionsj  perquljites,  and  bribes. 
By  their  own  weight  funk  to  the  bottom ; 
Much  good  may  do  them  that  have  caught  ^em  ! 
And  Midas  now  neglected  {lands. 
With  ajjcs^  ears,  and  dirty  hands, 

AN  EXCELLENT   NEW   SONG,      itu, 

BEING   THE   IX  TENDED   SPEECH    0? 

A  FAMOUS  ORATOR  AGAINST  PEACE*. 

AN  Orator  difmal  of  Nottingharnfpire, 
Who  has  forty  years  let  out  his  confcience  to  hirCa 
Out  of  zeal  for  his  country,  and  ^uoant  of  a  place. 
Is  come  up,  'vi  C5  armis,  to  break  the  ^een^s  peace. 

*  The  Lord  Treafurer  having  hinted  a  wlfh  one  evening  that 
a  ballad  might  be  made  oa  the  Earl  of  Nottingham,  this  fong  was 
written  and  printed  the  next  morning. 

Vol.  XLIl.  G  He 
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Ke  has  vamp'd  an  old  fpeech;  and  the  court,  to  their 

forrovv. 
Shall  hear  him  harangue  againft  Prior  to-morrow. 
When  once  he  begins,  he  never  v/ill  fiinch. 
But  repeats  the  fame  note  a  whole  day,  like  a  Finch. 
I  have  heard  all  the  fpeech  repeated  by  Hoppy, 
And,  "  Miflak.es  to  prevent.  I  've  obtained  a  copy." 

THE        SPEECH. 

WHEREAS,  not^vlthfiandingi  I  am  in  great  pain. 
To  hear  we  are  making  a  peace  without  Spain; 
But,  moji  noble  Senators j  'tis  a  great  fhame. 
There  fhould  be  a  peace,  while  I  'm  Not-in-garr.e. 
The  Duke  fhew'd  me  all  his  fine  houfe ;  and  the  Duchef? 
From  her  clofet  brought  cut  a  full  purfe  in  her  clutches. 
I  talk'd  of  a  peace,  and  they  both  gave  a  Hart ; 
His  grace  fwore  by  G — d,  and  her  grace  let  a  f — t : 
My  long  oU-faJhion^ci  pocket  was  prefently  cram.m'd; 
And  fooner  than  vote  for  a  peace  I  'II  be  damn'd . 

But  fome  will  cry  Turn- coat y  and  rip  up  old  llories. 
How  I  always  pretended  to  be  for  the  Tories. 
I  anfwer;  the  Tories  v/ere  in  my  good  graces. 
Till  all  my  relations  were  put  into  places  : 
But  ftill  I  'm  in  principle  ever  the  fame. 
And  will  quits  my  bell  friends,  while  I  'm  Not-in-game, 

When  I  and  fome  others  fubfcribed  our  names 
To  a  plot  for  expelling  my  mailer  King  James ; 
I  withdrew  my  fubfcription  by  help  of  a  Hot, 
And  fo  might  difcover  or  gain  by  the  plot : 

I  had 
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I  had  my  advantage,  and  ftood  at  defiance. 
For  Daniel  was  i^ot  from  the  den  of  the  lions : 
I  came  in  without  danger,  and  was  I  to  blame  ? 
For,  rather  than  hang,  I  would  be  Nct-in-game, 

I  fwore  to  the  Queen,  that  the  Prince  of  Hanover 
During  her  facrcd  life  would  never  come  over : 
I  made  ufe  of  a  trope ;  that  **  an  heir  to  invite, 
**  Was  like  keeping  her  monument  always  in  fight.  '* 
But,  when  I  thought  proper,  I  altcrVl  my  note; 
And  in  her  own  hearing  I  boldly  did  vote, 
That  her  Majefty  flood  in  great  need  of  a  Tutor, 
And  mull:  have  an  old  or  z. young  Coadjutor: 
For  why ;  I  would  fain  have  put  all  in  a  flame, 
Becaufe,  for  fome  reafons,  I  was  Not~in-game. 

Now  m.y  new  benefadors  have  brought  me  ahoiity 
And  I  '11  vote  againil  Peace,  ^Mith  Spain,  or  njclthout. 
Though  the  Court  gives  my  nephe--MSy   and  brothers, 

and  coujins. 
And  all  my  whole  family,  places  by  dozens ; 
Yet,  ilnce  I  know  where  z.fulL-purje  may  be  found. 
And  hardly  pay  eighteen-pence  tax  in  the  pound; 
Since  the  Tories  have  thus  difappointed  my  hopes. 
And  will  neither  regard  my  figures  nor  tropes  \ 
I  ^Vi/pcech  againft  peace  while  Difmal  's  my  name. 
And  be  a  true  Vy''hig,  wiiile  I  am  Not-in-game, 
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THE  WINDSOR  PROPHECY 
HEN 


I7II, 


holy 


^vedey  the  fon  of  Bob  ^^ 


With  2ifaintX  at  his  chin,  and  2.fealX  at  his  fob. 
Shall  not  fee  one  §New-year's-day  in  that  year. 
Then  let  old  England  make  rood  chear  : 
WindjhrW  and  BriJ}o^dc\\  then  fhall  be 
Join'd  together  in  the  Lo-uj-countree\\. 
Then  fhall  the  tall  black  Daventry  Bird** 
Speak  againft  peace  right  many  a  word ; 
And  fome  fhall  admire  his  conying  wit. 
For  many  good  groats  his  tongue  fhall  flit. 
But,  fpight  of  the  Harpy  that  cranvls  on  all  four  ^ 
There  Ihali  be  peace,  pardie,  and  war  no  more. 

*  It  is  faid  that  Qjjecn  Anne  had  nominated  Dr.  Swift  to  an 
Englifh  bifhoprlck;  which  was  oppofed  by  Dr.  Sharp,  archbifhop 
©f  York,  and  the  duchefs  of  Somerfet,  who  had  prevailed  on  his 
grace  to  go  with  her  to  the  queen  to  Jay  afide  the  nomination, 
•which  her  Majefty  refufed  j  but,  the  duchefs  failing  on  her 
knees,  and  fhewing  the  above  prophecy  to  her  Majefty,  the 
bifhoprick  was  given  to  another.      See  p.  ico. 

-f-  Dr.  John  Robinfon,  blfhop  of  Brillol,  one  of  the  plenipo- 
tentiaries at  Utrecht. 

J  He  was  dean  of  Windfor,  and  lord  privy-feal. 

^  The  New  Style  (which  was  not  ufed  in  Great-Britain  and 
Ireland  tiil  1752)  was  then  obferved  in  moft  parts  of  Europe. 
The  bifliop  fet  out  from  England  the  latter  end  of  December, 
O.  S.;  and,  on  his  arrival  at  Utrecht,  by  the  variation  of  the 
ftyle,  he  found  January  fomewhat  advanced. 

II  Alluding  to  the  deanery  and  bifhoprick  being  pofTefled  by 
the  fame  perfon,  then  at  Utrecht. 


**  Earl  of  Nottingham. 


But 
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But  England  muft  cry  alack  and  well-a-day. 

If  the y^/Vy^  be  taken  from  the  deadfea^ 

And,  dear  England ^  if  aught  I  underilond. 

Beware  of  Carrots*  from  Northumberland, 

Carrots  fo\vn  Thynne\  a  deep  root  may  get. 

If  To  be  they  are  in  Somer  Jet  : 

Their  XConyngs  mark  thou;  for  I  have  been  told. 

They  ajfajjlne  when  young,  and  poifon  when  old. 

Root  out  thefe  Carrots,  O  thou§,  whofe  name 

Is  backwards  and  forwards  always  the  fame : 

And  keep  clofe  to  thee  always  that  name. 

Which  backwards  and  forwards'}]  is  almoft  the  fame» 

And,  England,  wouldll  thou  be  happy  itill. 

Bury  thofe  Carrots  under  a  Hill** , 

EPIGRAM  EXTEMPORE,  BY  DR.  SWIFTf-^- 

ON  Britain  Europe's  fafety  lies; 
Britain  is  loft  if  Harlev  dies : 
I larley  depends  upon  your  Htill; 
Think  what  vou  fave,  or  what  vou  kilt^ 

*  The  duchefi  of  Som^riet. 

\  Thomas  Thynne,  of  Longleats,  efqj  a  gentleman  of  very 
great  eftate,  mirric^J  the  above  bdy  after  t'le  death  of  her  firil 
hufoand,  Henry  Cavendifh  earl  of  Ogle,  only  fon  to  Henry  duke 
of  Newcaille,  to  whom  ihe  had  been  bstrotb^ri  in  her  intaiicy* 

\  Count  Koningfmark* 

§  Anna. 

H  Mashakt. 

*^  Lady  Mafhaui's  maiden  name  was  HilL 

f  4-  Iniirribed  to  the  phyfician  who  attended  Mr.  Hafley  whUA 
lie  lay  wounded.     See  Jcurn:;!  ty  Stella,  Feb.  19,  i  7  1 1-12.  N. 

G  3  EPIGRAM* 
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EPIGRAM.         1712. 

AS  Thomas  was  cadgel'd  one  day  by  his  wife, 
Ke  took  to  the  f:reet,  and  fled  for  his  life : 
Tom*s  three  deareft  friends  came  by  in  the  fquabb!e. 
And  fav'd  him  at  once  from  the  fnrew  and  the  rabble ; 
Then  ventur'd  to  give  him  fome  fober  advice — 
But  Tom  is  a  perfon  of  honour  fo  nice. 
Too  wife  to  take  counfel,  too  proud  to  take  wami'^g, 
Inat  he  fent  to  all  tliree  a  challenge  next  morning : 
Three  duels  he  fought,  thrice  ventur'd  his  life ; 
Went  home,  and  v/as  cudgel'd  again  by  his  wife. 


C     a    R     I     N     N     A.        1712- 

THIS  day  (the  year  I  dare  not  tell). 
Apollo  play  VI  the  midwife's  part ; 
into  the  v/orld  Corinna  fell. 

And  he  endow'd  her  vvith  liis  art. 

Bat  Cupid  with  a  Sat)T  com.es : 

Both  foftly  to  the  cradle  creep ; 
Both  flroke  her  hands,  and  rub  her  guiris^ 

While  the  poor  child  lay  fall  afleep. 

Then  Cupid  thus :  I'his  little  maid. 
Of  Love  fnall  always  fpeak  and  write. 

And  I  pronounce  (the  Satyr  faid) 
Tlie  world  Ihall  feel  her  fcratch  and  bite. 

Her 
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Her  talent  fhs  difplay'd  betimes ; 

For  in  twice  twelve  revolving  moons. 
She  feem'd  to  laugh  and  fquall  in  rhymes. 

And  all  her  gefiures  were  lampoons. 

At  lix  years  old  the  fubtle  jade 

Stole  to  the  pantry-door,  and  found 
The  butler  with  my  lady's  maid : 

And  you  may  f^ear  the  tale  went  round. 

She  made  a  fong,  how  Iktle  mifs 

Was  kifs'd  and  flobber'd  by  a  lad : 
And  how,  when  mailer  went  to  p — , 

Mifs  came,  and  peep'd  at  all  he  had. 

At  twelve  a  wit  and  a  coquette; 

Marries  for  love,  half  whore,  half  wife ; 
Cuckolds,  elopes,  and  runs  in  debt; 

Turns  authorefs,  and  is  Curll's  for  life. 


TOLAND'S    INVITATION   to   DISMAL, 
To  dine  with  the  Calves-head  Club*. 

Imitated  from  Horace,  lib.  I,  epifl.  5. 

IF;  dearefi:  Difmal,  you  for  once  can  dine 
Upon  a  fmgle  difh,  and  tavern-wine, 
Toland  to  you  this  invitation  fends. 
To  eat  the  calves-head  with  your  truHy  friends. 

*  This  poem,  and  that  which  follows  it,  are  two  of  the  penny 
papers  mentioned  in  Swift's  Journal  to  Stella,  Aug.  7,  i  7  i  2. 
They  are  here  printed  from  folio  copies  in  the  Lambeth  Li- 
biary.     N, 

G  4  Sufpend 


18  S  W  IFT^S     P  OEM  S. 

Sufpend  awhile  your  vain  ambitious  hopes. 
Leave  hunting  after  bribes,  forget  your  tropes. 
To-morrow  we  our  V/7yy?/ry>^-  prepare. 
Where  thou,  our  lateft  profelyte,  fhalt  ihare : 
When  we,  by  proper  iigns  and  fymbols,  tell. 
How,  by  bra-ve  hands,  the  royal  trail  or  fell ; 
The  meat  fhall  reprefent  the  tyrant'' %  head. 
The  wine  his  blood  our  predecejfors  fhed  5 
Whilll  an  alluding  hymn  fome  artift  rmgs> 
We  toail,  ^'-  Confunon  to  the  race  or  kings  1" 
At  monarchy  we  nobly  Ihevv  our  fpight. 
And  talk  nx>h  at  fools  call  ireafon  all  the  night. 

Who,  by  difgraces  or  ill-fortune  funk. 
Feels  not  liis  foul  enliven'd  when  he  's  drunk  ? 
VVine  can  clear  up  Godolpiiin's  cloudy  face. 
And  fill  Jack  Smith  with  hopes  to  keep  liis  place : 
By  force  of  wine,  ev'n  Scarborough  is  brave, 
Hal  grows  more  pert,  and  Somers  not  fo  grave ; 
Wine  can  give  Portland  wit,  and' Cleveland  fenfe, 
Montague  learning,  Bckon  eloquence : 
Cholmondeley,  when  drunk,  can  never  lofe  his  wand  j. 
And  Lincoln  then  im.agines  he  has  land. 

My  province  is,  to  fee  that  all  be  right, 
GlaiTes  and  linen  clean,  and  pewter  bright ; 
From  our  myjlericus  club  to  keep  out  fpies. 
And  Tories  (drefs'd  like  waiters)  in  difguife. 
You  Ihallbe  coupled  as  you  beft  approve. 
Seated  at  lable  next  the  men  you  love. 
Sunderland,  Orford,  Eoyl^,  and  Richmond's  Grace, 
Will  come;  and  Hampden  fliall  have  Walpole*s  place. 

Wharton, 
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Wharton,  unlefs  prevented  by  a  whore. 
Will  hardly  fail ;  and  there  is  room  for  more. 
But  I  love  elbow- room  whene'er  I  drink; 
And  hone  ft  Harry*  is  too  apt  to  flink. 

Let  no  pretence  of  bufmefs  make  you  ftay ; 
Yet  take  one  word  of  counfel  by  the  way. 
If  Guernfey  calls,  fend  word  you  're  gone  abroad; 
He  11  teaze  yoa  with  King  Charles  and  Bifhop  Laud,: 
Or  make  you  faft,  and  carry  you  to  prayers : 
But,  if  he  v.'ill  break-in,  and  walk  up  ftairs. 
Steal  by  the  back-door  out,  and  leave  him  there  f 
Then  order  Squafh  to  call  a  hackney- chair. 

PEACE     AND     DUNKIRK: 

Being  an  excellent  new  Song  upon  the  Surrender  of 
Dunkirk  to  General  H^iLL.     1712. 

To  the  Tune  of  *'  The  King  Oiall  enjoy  his  own  again,"^ 

SPIGHT  of  Dutch  friends  and  Englifh  foes. 
Poor  Britain  fnall  have  peace  at  lail : 
Holland  got  towns,  and  we  got  blows ; 
But  Dunkirk  's  ours,  we  '11  hold  it  fafc: 
We  have  got  it  in  a  firing. 
And  the  V/liigs  may  all  go  fwing. 
For  among  good  friends  I  love  to  be  plain; 
All  their  falfe  deluded  hopes 
Will  cr  ought  to  end  in  ropes : 
But  the  ^eenjhall  enjcy  her  o^jjn  agalfu 

*  Right  Hon.  Henry  Boyle,  mentioned  twice  before. 

II.   Sun- 
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Sarxderland  's  run  out  of  his  wits. 

And  Difmal  double-Difmal  looks; 
V/harton  can  only  f.vear  by  fits. 
And  ftruttinc^  Hal  is  off  the  hooks ; 

Old  Godolphin  full  of  fpleen 

'lAud^e.  fal/e  moves y  and  lofl  his  queen', 
Harry  look'd  fierce,  and  fhook  his  ragged  mane : 

But  a  Prince  of  high  reno.vn 

Swore  he  *d  rather  lofe  a  cronx};j,  ^ 

Than  the  ^een  Jhould  enjoy  her  on.un  again, 

III.  \ 

Our  merchant-fhips  may  cut  the  Line, 

And  not  be  fnapt  by  privateers ; 
And  commoners  who  love  good  wine,  | 

Will  drink  it  now  as  well  as  peers : 
Landed-men  Ihail  have  their  rent. 
Yet  cur  Itocks  rife  ccut.  per  cent. 
The  Dutch  from  Lence  fhall  no  more  millions  ^-^ : 

We  '11  bring  on  us  no  mere  debts,  , 

Nor  widi bankrupts  fill  Gazettes ; 
j^;:d  the  ^jteen  Jhall  enjoy  her  o~Jjn  again, 

IV. 
The  towns  we  took  ne'er  did  us  good : 
What  figniiied  the  French  to  beat? 
We  fpent  our  money  and  our  blood. 

To  m.ake  the  Dutchmen  proud  and  great : 
But  the  Lord  of  Oxford  Avears, 
Dunkirk  never  fhall  be  theirs. 

The 


\ 
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The  Dutch-hearted  Whigs  may  rail  ^nd  complain; 

But  true  Englifhmen  may  fill 

A  good  health  to  General  Hill; 
For  the  '^een  noixj  enjoys  her  oijon  again, 

H  O  R  A  C  E,    B  O  O  K    I.      E  P.     \^ll. 
AddrefTed  to  the  Earl  of  Oxford,  1713. 

HA  R  L  E  Y,  the  nation's  great  fupport. 
Returning  home  one  day  from  court, 
(His  mind  with  public  cares  poiTefs'd, 
All  Europe's  bufmefs  in  his  breaft) 
Obferv'd  a  parjon  near  Whitehall  g 

Cheaoenins:  old  authors  on  a  flail. 
The  prieft  was  pretty  well  in  cafe. 
And  fhew'd  feme  humour  in  his  face; 
Look'd  with  an  eafy,  carelefs  mien, 
A  perfe6c  firanger  to  the  fpleen;  jq 

Of  lize  that  might  a  pulpit  fill. 
But  more  inclining  to  fit  flill. 
My  Lord  (who,  if  a  man  may  fay  't. 
Loves  mifchief  better  than  his  meat) 
Was  now  difpos'd  to  crack  a  jeft,  l  ^' 

And  bid  friend  Lewis*  go  in  queft, 
(This  Lewis  is  a  cunning  fhaver. 
And  very  much  in  Harley's  favour) 
In  quefl  who  might  this  par/on  be. 
What  was  his  name,  of  what  degree;  20 

*  Erafznus  Lewis,  efq.  the  trsafjrer's  fecretar/. 

If 
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If  polTible,  to  learn  his  flory. 
And  whether  he  were  Whig  or  Tory. 
Lewis  his  patron's  humour  knows. 
Away  upon  his  errand  goes. 

And  quickly  did  the  matter  lift ;  2y 

Found  out  that  it  was  Doctor  Swift, 
A  clergyman  of  fpecial  note 
For  fhunning  thole  of  his  own  coat ; 
Which  made  his  brethren  of  the  gown 
Take  care  betimes  to  run  him  down :  30- 

No  libertine,  nor  over  nice, 
Addifted  to  no  fort  of  vice. 
Went  where  he  pleas 'd,  faid  what  he  thought; 
Not  rich,  but  ow'd  no  man  a  groat : 
In  ftate  opinions  a  la  mode,  35 

He  hated  Wiiarton  like  a  toad. 
Had  given  xkefadion  many  a  wound, 
A^nd  libel'd  all  thz  junto  round  ; 
Kept  company  with  men  of  wit. 
Who  often  father' d  what  he  writ :  40 

His  works  were  hawk'd  in  every  llreet,, 
But  feldom  rofe  above  a  flieet : 
Of  late  indeed  the  paper-llamp 
Did  very  much  his  genius  cramp :  I 

And  iince  he  could  not  fpend  his  fire,.  45, 

He  now  intended  to  retire. 

Said  Harley,  "  I  defu-e  to  know 
*'  From  his  own  mouth  if  tnis  be  fo  j 
*'  Step  to  the  Doftor  ilrait,  and  fay, 
**  I  'd  have  him  dine  with  me  to-day.'*"  50 

Swift 
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Swift  fsem'd  to  wonder  what  he  meant. 

Nor  would  believe  mv  Lord  had  fent : 

So  never  ofFcr'd  once  to  llir; 

But  coldly  faid,  **  Your  fervant.  Sir!" 

-"  Does  he  refufe  me?"  Harley  cry'd;  rr 

"  He  does,  with  infolence  and  pride."  ^ 

Some  few  days  after,  Harley  fpies 
The  Dodor  faften'd  by  the  eyes 
At  Charing-crofs  among  the  rout. 
Where  painted  monfters  are  hung  out:  Co 

He  pull'd  the  firing,  and  llopt  his  coach. 
Beckoning  the  Dottor  to  approach. 

Swift,  who  could  neither  fly  nor  hide. 
Came  fneaking  to  the  chariot  fide. 
And  ofFer'd  many  a  lame  excufe :  65 

He  never  meant  the  leafl  abufe — 
*'  My  Lord — the  honour  you  delign'd — 
"  Extremely  proud — but  I  had  din'd — 
**  I  'm  fure  I  never  fhould  negleft — 
■"■  No  man  alive  has  more  refpect — "  70 

*'  Well,  I  faall  think  of  that  no  more, 
**  If  you  '11  be  fare  to  com.e  at  four." 

The  Doctor  now  obeys  the  fummons. 
Likes  both  his  company  and  commons ; 
Difplays  his  talent,  fits  till  ten;  •■^ 

Next  day  invited  comes  again ; 
Soon  grows  domeftic,  feldom  fails 
Either  at  morning  or  at  meals : 
Came  early,  and  departed  late ; 
In  fhort,  the  gudgeon  took  the  bait.  So 

My 
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My  Lord  would  carry  on  the  jeft. 
And  doN^Ti  to  Windior  takes  his  guefl. 
Swift  much  admires  the  place  and  air. 
And  longs  to  be  a  canon  there  ; 
In  fummer  round  the  park  to  ride ;  S5 

"In  winter,  never  to  reiide. 
A  canon!  that  \s  a  place  too  mean; 
No  Do^or,  you  ihall  be  a  Dean ; 
Two  dozen  canons  round  your  Hall, 
.  And  you  the  tyrant  o'er  them  all :  90 

You  need  but  crofs  the  Irijh  feas^ 
'To  live  in  plenty,  power,  and  eafe. 
-Poor  Swift  departs;  and,  what  is  worfe. 
With  borrow'd  money  in  his  purfe. 
Travels  at  leafl  an  hundred  leagues,  9; 


And  fuiFer*  numberlefs  fatigues. 

Suppofe  him  now  a  Dean  complete. 
Demurely  lolling  in  his  feat; 
The  filver  verge,  with  decent  pride. 
Stuck  underneath  his  cufhion-fide  :  ico 

Suppofe  him  gone  through  all  vexations. 
Patents,  inftalments,  abjurations, 
- Firft- fruits  and  tenths,  and  chapter-treats; 
Dues,  payments,  fees,  demands,  a!id  cheats — 
(The  wicked  laity's  contriving  '     105 

To  hinder  clergymen  from  thriving) . 
Now  all  the  Doclor*s  money  's  fpent. 
His  tenants  wrong  him  in  his  rent ; 
The  farmier?,  fpitefully  combin'd, 
i^orce  him  to  take  his  tithes  in  kiiid:  1 10 

AvA 
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And  Parvifol  *  difcounts  arrears 

By  bills  for  taxes  and  repairs. 

Poor  Swift,  with  all  his  lofTes  vex'd. 

Not  knowing  where  to  turn  him  next. 

Above  a  thoufand  pounds  in  debt,  1 1  ^ 

Takes  horfe,  and  in  a  mighty  fl-et 

Rides  day  and  night  at  fuch  a  rate. 

He  foon  arrives  at  Harley's  gate ; 

But  was  fo  dirty,  pale,  and  thin. 

Old  Readf  would  hardly  let  him  in.  12© 

Said  Harley,  '*  Welcome,  Reverend  Dean  I 

"  What  makes  your  worfhip  look  fo  lean  ? 

"  Why,  fare  you  won't  appear  in  town 
*'  In  that  old  wig  and  ruily  gown  ? 

'*  I  doubt  your  heart  is  fet  on  pelf  .I2.| 

"  So  much,  that  you  neglecTt  yourfelf. 

"  What !  I  fuppofe,  now  Hocks  are  high, 
*'  You  Ve  fome  good  purchafe  in  your  eye  ? 
**  Or  is  your  money  out  at  ufe  ?'*— 

"  Truce,  good  my  Lord,  I  beg  a  truce,"         13^ 

(The  Doftor  in  a  palTion  cry'd) 

■*'  Your  raillery  is  mifapply'd; 

*'  Experience  I  have  dearly  bought ; 

**  You  know  I  am  not  worth  a  groat : 

"  But  you  refolvM  to  have  your  jeft;  ij^ 

**  And  'twas  a  folly  to  conteil; 

"  Then,  fmce  you  have  nov/  done  your  worft, 

*'  Pray  leave  me  where  you  found  me  firll." 


*  The  Dean's  agent,  a  Frenchman.     Swirr. 
f  The  Lord  Trcafurer's  porter. 
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I'VE  ofton  v/ifh'd  that  I  had  clear. 
For  life,  fix  hundred  pounds  a-year, 
A  handfome  houfe  to  lodge  a  friend, 
A  river  at  my  garden's  end, 
A  terrace  walk,  and  half  a  rood 
Of  land  fet  out  to  plant  a  wood. 

Well,  now  I  have  all  this  and  more, 
I  alk  not  to  increafe  my  ftore ; 

*  But  here  a  grievance  feems  to  lie, 

*  All  this  is  mine  but  till  I  die ; 

*  I  can't  but  think  'nvould  found  more  clever, 

*  To  me  and  to  my  heirs  for  ever. 

*  If  I  ne'er  got  or  loft  a  groat, 

*  By  any  trick,  or  any  fault; 

'  And  if  I  pray  by  reafon's  rules, 

*  And  not  like  forty  other  fools : 

*  As  thus,  "  Vouchfafe,  oh  gracious  Maker! 
•"  To  grant  me  this  and  t'other  acre ; 

*'  Or,  if  it  be  thy  will  and  pleafure, 
*'  Direfl  my  plo»v  to  find  a  treafure  !" 
'But  only  v/hat  my  ftation  fits, 

*  And  to  be  kept  in  my  right  wits, 
"*  Preferve,  Almighty  Providence ! 
'  Jufl  what  you  gave  m.e,  competence  : 

*  And  let  me  in  thefe  fhades  compofe 
'  Something  in  verfe  as  true  as  profe ; 

*  Remov'd  from  all  th'  ambitious  fcene, 

*  Nor  pufF'd  by  pride,  nor  funk  by  fpleen.' 
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In  (hort,  1  'm  perfectly  content. 
Let  me  but  live  on  this  fide  Trent; 
Nor  crofs  the  Channel  twice  a  year. 
To  fpend  iix  months  with  ftatefmen  here, 

I  mull  by  all  means  come  to  towii, 
'Tis  for  the  fervice  of  the  Crown. 
**  Lewis,  the  Dean  will  be  of  ufe  ; 
*'  Send  for  him  up,  take  no  excufe." 
The  toil,  the  danger  of  the  feas. 
Great  jMinillers  ne'er  think  of  thefe; 
Or  let  it  coft  five  hundred  pound. 
No  matter  where  the  money  's  found. 
It  is  but  fo  much  more  in  debt. 
And  chat  they  ne'er  coniider'd  yet. 

"  Good  Mr.  Dean,  go  charrge  your  gown, 
"  Let  my  Lord  know  you  're  come  to  town." 
I  hurry  me  in  hafte  away. 
Net  thinking  it  is  levee-day; 
And  find  his  honour  in  a  pound, 
Kemm'd  by  a  triole  circle  round, 
Chequer'd  with  ribbons  blue  and  green : 
How  ihould  I  thruil  myi^^lf  between  ? 
Some  wag  obferves  me  thus  perplex'd. 
And,  fmiling,  whifpers  to  the  next, 
**  I  thought  the  Dean  had  been  too  proud, 
"  To  juftle  here  among  the  croud  1'' 
Another,  in  a  furly  fit. 
Tells  me  I  have  more  zeal  than  wit, 
"  So  eager  to  exprefs  your  love, 
**  You  ne'er  coniider  whom  you  fiiove. 

Vol.  XLIL  H 
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**  But  rudely  prefs  before  a  duke." 

I  owrij  I  'm  pleas'd  with  this  rsbuke,  60 

And  take  it  kindly  meant,  to  fhow 

What  I  defire  the  world  Ihould  know. 

I^get  a  whifper,  and  witlidravvj 
When  twenty  fools  I  never  faw 
Come  with  petitions  fairly  penn'd,  65 

Defiring  I  would  ftand  their  friend. 

This  humbly  efFers  me  his  cafe — 
That  begs  my  intereil  for  a  place — 
A  hundred  other  men's  affairs. 
Like  bees,  are  humming  in  my  ears.  70 

*'  To-morrow  my  appeal  comes  on ; 
*'  Without  your  help,  the  caufe  is  gone — " 
The  duke  expedls  my  lord  and  you. 
About  feme  great  affair,  at  t^A^o — 

Put  my  lord  Bolingbroke  in  mind,  7^ 

To  get  my  warrant  quickly  fign'd : 

Confider,  'tis  my  firft  requeft."— • 
Be  fatisfy'd,  I  'U  do  my  beft. 
Then  prefently  he  falls  to  teaze, 
*'  You  may  for  certain,  if  you  pleafe;  80 

**  I  doubt  not,  if  his  iordfhip  knew — 
'*  And,  Mr.  Dean,  one  word  from  you — " 

'Tis  (let  me  fee)  three  years  and  more, 
(Oftcber  next  it  v^dll  be  four) 

Since  Harley  bid  me  firft  attend,  85 

And  chofe  me  for  an  humble  friend; 
Would  take  me  in  his  coach  to  chat. 
And  quel'dcn  me  of  this  and  that ; 

As, 
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As,  ''What  *s  o'clock?"  And,  "Kow's  the  wind?" 

*'  Whof^  chariot  's  that  we  left  behind  ?"  90 

Or  gravely  try  to  read  the  lines 

Writ  underneath  the  country  figns; 

Or,  '*  Have  you  nothing  new  to-day 

"  From  Pope,  from  Parnell,  or  from  Gay :" 

Such  tattle  often  entertains  9^ 

iMy  lord  and  me  as  far  as  Staines, 

As  once  a  week  we  travel  dovm 

To  Wind  for,  and  again  to  town. 

Where  all  that  paiTcs  inter  nos 

Might  be  proclaim'd  at  Charing-crcfs.  300 

Yet  fome  I  know  with  envy  fwell, 
Becaufethey  fee  m^  us'd  fo  well: 
"  How  think  you  of  cur  fr  end  the  Dean? 
''  I  wonder  what  fjme  peo^:le  mean? 
'■^  My  lord  and  he  are  grown  fo  great,  105 

'*  Always  together,  lete  a  lite-y 
''  What!  they  admire  him  for  his  jokes?  — 
^'  See  but  the  fortune  of  feme  folks  1" 

There  flies  about  a  (Irange  report 
Of  fome  exprefs  arrlv'd  at  court:  no 

I  *m  ftopp'd  by  all  the  fools  I  meet. 
And  catechis'd  in  every  ftreet. 
"  You,  Mr.  Dean,  frequent  the  great; 
*•'  Inform  us,  wiU  the  Em.peror  treat? 
**  Or  do  the  prints  and  papers  lie  ?  1 1  r 

Faith,  Sir,  you  know  as  much  as  I. 
'*  Ah,  Doctor,  how  you  love  to  jefil 
•"^  'Tis  now  no  fecret" — I  proteil 

H  2  'Tis 
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'Tis  one  to  me — "  Then  tell  us,  pray, 

'*  When  are  the  troops  to  have  their  pay?"  120 

And,  though  I  folemnly  declare 

I  know  no  more  than  my  lord  mayor. 

They  ftand  amaz'd,  and  think  me  grown 

The  clofeft  mortal  ever  known. 

Thus  in  a  fea  of  folly  toll,  125 

My  choice  ft  hours  of  life  are  loft ; 
Yet  always  wifhing  to  retreat. 
Oh,  could  I  fee  my  country  feat ! 
There  leaning  near  a  gentle  brook, 
•Sleep,  or  perufe  fome  ancient  book;  130 

And  there  in  fweet  oblivion  drown 
Thofe  cares  that  haunt  the  court  and  town*. 
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\^A  fe-jo  of  the  fir Ji  lines  are  ^wantingS\ 

************ 
************ 

By  an  old purfued 

A  crazy  prelate  f,  and  a  royal  prude  |; 
By  dull  aivines,  who  look  with  envious  eyes 
On  every  genius  that  attempts  to  rife ; 
And,  pauling  o'er  a  pipe  with  doubtful  nod. 
Give  hints  that  poets  ne'er  believe  in  God  : 

*  See  the  reft  of  this  fatire  among  Pope's  Poems. 
•f  Dr.  Sharp,   archbifhop  of  York. 
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So  clowns  on  fcholars  as  on  wizards  look. 
And  take  a  folio  for  a  conjuring  book. 

Swift  had  the  fin  of  wit,  no  venial  crime ; 
Nay,  'tis  afnrm'd,  he  fcmetimes  dealt  in  rhyme : 
Humour  and  mirth  had  place  in  all  he  writ; 
He  reconcil'd  divinity  and  wit; 

He  mov'd,  and  bow'd,  and  talked,  with  too  much  grace ; 
Nor  fhew'd  the  par/on  in  his  gait  or  face ; 
Defpis'd  luxurious  wines  and  coftly  meat. 
Yet  ftill  was  at  the  tables  of  the  great  j 
Frequented  lords, y2?w  thofe  that Ja^j  the  ^een% 
At  Chi'd's*  or  Truby's*  never  once  had  been; 
WTiere  tovvn  and  country  vicars  flock  in  tribes, 
Secur'd  by  numbers  from  the  laymen's  gibes. 
And  deal  in  vices  of  the  graver  fort. 
Tobacco,  cenfure,  coffee,  pride,  and  port. 

But,  after  fage  monitions  from  his  friends. 
Hie  talents  to  employ  for  nobler  ends ; 
To  better  judgements  willing  to  fabmit. 
He  turns  to  politicks  his  dangerous  vrit. 

And  now,  the  public  interell  to  fupport. 
By  Harley  Svrift  invited  comes  to  court; 
In  favour  grows  with  minifters  of  ftate ; 
Admitted  private,  when  faperiors  wait: 
And  Harley,  not  afliam'd  his  choice  to  own, 
Takes  him.  to  Windfor  in  his  coach  alone. 
At  Windfor  Swift  no  fooner  can  appear. 
But  St.  John  com.es  and  whifpcrs  in  his  ear: 

*  CofFee-houfcs  much  frequented  by  the  Clcrgv. 

H3  The 
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The  waiters  ftand  in  ranks ;  the  yeomen  cry. 
Make  roomy  as  if  a  duke  were  palfing  by. 

Now  Finch*  alarms  the  Lords :  he  hears  for  certain 
This  dangerous  prieft  is  got  behind  the  curtain. 
Finch,  fam'd  for  tedious  elocution,  proves 
That  Swift  oils  many  a  fpring  which  Harley  moves. 
Walpole  and  AiHabief ,  to  clear  the  doubt. 
Inform  the  Commons,  that  the  fecret  's  out: 
'•'  A  certain  dodlor  is  cbferv'd  of  late 
"  To  h.vant  a  certain  miniHer  of  Itate ; 
**  From  whence  with  half  an  eye  we  may  diTcover 
"  The  peace  is  made,  and  Perkin  mult  come  over." 

York  h  from  Lambeth  fent,  to  fhew  the  Queen 
A  da".gerous  treatifej  writ  againft  the  fpleen ; 
Which,  by  the  ftyle,  the  matter,  and  the  drift, 
'Tis  thought  could  be  the  work  of  none  but  Swift, 
Poor  York  1  the  harmlefs  tool  of  others'  hate  j 
He  fues  for  pardon[!,  and  repents  too  late. 

Now,  angry  Somerfet-^  her  vengeance  vo',vs 
On  Swift's  reproaches  for  her  ***** 
From  her  red  lotks  her  mouth  with  venom  fills  j 
And  thence  into  the  royal  ear  iniHlls. 
'  The  Queen  incens'd,  his  fervices  forgot. 
Leaves  him  a  vidim  to  the  vengeful  Scot^. 

*  The  Earl  of  Nottingham.     See  above,  p.  83. 

■\  They  both  fpoke  againfc  hjm  in  the  Houfc  of  Cummoos* 

+   Tale  of  a  Tub. 

Ij  He  fcnta  melTdge  to  aik  Swift's  pardon,. 

^  See  the  Windfor  Prophecy,  p.  f4. 

4|  The  Duke  of  Ar-jlL 

No\i 
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Now  through  the  realm  a  proclamation  fpread. 
To  f.x  a  price  on  his  devoted  head*. 
While  innocent,  he  fcoms  ignoble  flight ; 
His  watchful  friends  preferve  him  by  a  fleight. 

By  Harlcy's  favour  cnce  aga"n  he  fiunesi 
Is  now  carefs'd  by  candidate  divines. 
Who  change  opinions  with  the  changing  fcene : 
Lord!  how  were  they  miilaken  in  the  Dean! 
Now  Delav/arrf  again  familiar  grows, 
And  in  Sv^ifc's  ear  thrulls  half  his  powder'd  nofe. 
The  Scottiih  nation,  v/hom  he  durft  cftend. 
Again  apply  that  Swift  would  be  their  friendj. 

By  fadion  tir'd,  with  grief  he  waits  av/hile. 
Hi?  great  contending  friends  to  reconcile. 
Performs  what  friendfhip,  juilice,  truth,  require: 
What  could  he  mere,  but  decently  retire  ? 

THE      FAGGOT. 

Written  when  the  Miniftry  v/ere  at  variance.       1713' 

OBSERVE  the  dying  father  fpeak: 
Try,  lads,  can  you  this  bundle  break  ? 
Thjn  bids  the  youngeil  of  the  fix 
Take  up  a  well-bound  heap  of  Hicks. 

*   For  writing  **  The  Public  Sp'ric  of  Whigs." 
•j-  Then  lord  treafurer  of  the  hou.'ehcld,  v/ho  cautioufly  avoided 
Swift  whllll  the  proclamation  was  impending. 

\  He  was  vilited  by  the  Scottifh  brds  more  than  ever. 

11  4.  They 
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They  thought  it  was  an  old  man's  maggot; 

And  ftrove  by  turns  to  break  the  faggot : 

In  vain ;  the  complicated  wands 

Were  much  too  ll:r©ng  for  all  their  hands. 

See,  faid  the  fire,  how  foon  'tis  done ; 

Then  took  and  broke  them  one  by  one. 

So  itrong  you  '11  be,  in  friendfhip  ty'd ; 

So  quickly  broke,  if  you  divide. 

Keep  clofe  then,  boys,  and  never  quarrel  :• 

Heie  ends  the  fable  and  the  moral. 

This  tale  may  be  apply'd  in  fev/  words 
To  tr^afurers,  comptrollers,  flewards; 
And  others  who  in  folemn  fort 
Appear  with  flender  wands  at  court ; 
Not  firmly  join'd  to  keep  their  ground. 
But  lalhing  one  another  round : 
While  wife  men  think  they  ought  to  iight 
With  qujzrter-Jiaffsy  inflead  of  ifjhite; 
Or  conftable  with  y?^  of  peace 
Should  come  and  n^ake  the  clattering  ceafe^ 
Which  now  diiturbs  the  Queen  and  court. 
And  gives  the  Whigs  and  rabble  fport. 

In  hiftory  we  never  found 
The  Confuls'  Fafces  were  unbound: 
Thofe  Romans  were  too  wife  to  think  on  't,: 
Except  to  lafh  fome  grand  delinquent. 
How  would  they  bluih  to  hear  it  faid. 
The  Prstor  broke  the  Conful's  head ! 
Or  Ccnful,  in  his  purple  gown. 
Came  up,  and  knock'd  th$  Frastor  down ! 


Come 
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Come,  Courtiers :  every  man  his  ftick  I 
Lord  Treafurer,  for  once  be  quick : 
AvA,  that  they  may  the  clofer  cling. 
Take  your  blue  ribbon  for  a  ftring. 
Come,  trimming  Harcourt*,  bring  your  mace; 
And  fqueeze  it  in,  or  quit  your  place : 
Dlfpatch,  or  e^.fc  that  rafcal  Northeyf 
Will  undertake  to  do  it  for  thee : 
And,  be  afTur'd,  the  Court  will  find  him 
Prepared  to  /^ap  o^er  Jiicks,  or  bind  'em. 

To  make  the  bundle  urong  and  fafe. 
Great  Ormond,  lend  thy  General's  ftafF: 
And,  if  the  Crofier  could  be  cramm'd  in, 
A  fig  for  Lechmere,  King,  and  Hambden  \ 
You  'II  then  defy  the  llrongell  ^^^lig 
With  both  his  hands  to  bend  a  twig; 
Though  with  united  flrength  they  all  pull. 
From  Somers  down  to  Craggs  and  Walpole. 

CATULLUS     D  E     L  E  S  B  I  .^1. 

IE  S  B I A  for  ever  on  me  rails, 
-/  To  talk  of  me  fhe  never  fails . 
Now,  hang  me  but  for  all  her  art, 
I  find,  that  I  have  gain'd  her  heart. 
My  proof  is  thus :  I  plainly  fee. 
The  cafe  is  juft  the  fame  with  me; 
I  curfe  her  every  hour  fmcerely. 
Yet,  hang  me  but  I  love  her  dearly* 


*  Lord  ChancelLr. 

•\  Sir  Edward  Northey,  Attorney-Gsr.eralf 
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EPIGRAM.     From  the  French*, 

K  O  can  believe  with  common  fenfe, 
A  bacon- {lice  gives  God  offence; 
Or,  how  a  herring  hath  a  charm 
Almighty  vengeance  to  difarm  ? 
Wrapt  up  in  Majefly  divine. 
Does  he  regard  on  what  we  dine  ? 

On  a  CURATE'S  Complaint  of  Hard  Duty. 

IMARCH'D  three  miles  thi-ough  fcorching  fand. 
With  zeal  in  heart,  and  notes  in  hand ; 
I  rode  four  m.cre  to  Great  St. Mary, 
Ufing  four  legs,  when  two  v^'ere  weary : 
To  three  fair  virgins  I  did  tie  men. 
In  the  clofe  bands  of  pleafmg  Hymen  : 
I  dipp'd  two  babes  in  holy  water. 
And  purify'd  their  mother  after. 
Within  an  hour  and  eke  a  half, 
I  preach'd  three  congregations  deaf; 
Where  thundering  out,  with  lungs  long-winded, 
I  chopp'd  fo  fail,  that  few  there  minded. 
My  emblem,  the  laborious  fun. 
Saw  all  thefe  mighty  labours  done 
Before  one  race  of  his  was  run. 
All  this  perform'd  by  Robert  Hewit : 
What  mortal  elfe  could  e'er  go  through  it ! 

*  Written  extempore  by  a  gentleman   who  was  reproved   by 
/"ome  of  his  companions  for  eating  eggs  and  bacon  on  a  faft-day. 

A  True 
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A   True  and   Faithful  Inventory    of  the   Gccds 
belonging  to  Dr.  SWIFT,  Vicar  of  Laracor; 

Upon  lending  his  H^ufe  to  tlie  Ei/hop  of -Meath,  till  his  Palicc 

was  re -built. 

AN  oaken,  broken  elbow-chair; 
A  cawdle-cup,  without  an  ear; 
A  batter'd,  fhatter'd  afn  bedftead ; 
A  box  of  deal,  without  a  lid ; 
A  pair  of  tongs,  but  cut  of  joint; 
A  back-fword  poker,  without  point; 
A  pot  that  *9  crack'd  acrofs,  around 
With  an  old  knotted  garter  bound; 
An  iron  lock,  without  a  key; 
A  vAg,  with  hanging  quite  grown  grey; 
A  curtain  worn  to  half  a  frripe ; 
A  pair  of  bellows,  without  pipe  ; 
A  difh  which  might  good  meat  aiFord  once; 
An  Ovid,  and  an  old  Concordance ; 
A  bottle- bottom,  wooden  platter. 
One  is  for  meal,  and  one  for  water : 
There  likewife  is  a  copper  ikillet. 
Which  runs  as  faft  out  as  you  fill  it; 
A  candleftick,  fnuft-diili,  and  fave-all : 
And  thus  his  houOiold-goods  ycu  have  all. 
Thefe  to  your  Lordfhip  as  a  friend. 
Till  you  have  built,  I  freely  lend : 
They  '11  ferve  your  Lordfhip  for  a  lliift; 
Why  not,  as  well  as  Dodor  Sv/ift  ? 

CADE^ 
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C  A  D  E  N  U  S     AND    VANESSA*. 
Written  at  Windfor,  1713. 

THE  {hepherds  and  the  nymphs  were  feen 
Pleading  before  the  Cyprian  Queen. 
The  counfel  for  the  fair  began, 
Accufmg  the  falfe  creature  man. 
The  brief  with  weighty  crimes  was  charg'd,  5 

On  which  the  pleader  much  enlarged  j 
That  Cupid  now  has  loft  his  art. 
Or  blunts  the  point  of  ^''^ciy  dart;— 
His  altar  now  no  longer  fmokes. 
His  mother's  aid  no  youth  invokes :  10 

Tliis  tempts  freethinkers  to  refine. 
And  bring  in  doubt  their  powers  divine ; 
Now  love  is  dwindled  to  intrigue. 
And  marriage  grown  a  money-league. 
Which  crimes  aforefaid  (^jith  her  lea-vs)  i^ 

Were  (as  he  humbly  did  concei-ue) 
Againft  our  fovereign  lady's  peace, 
Againft  the  llatute  in  that  cafe, 
Againft  her  dignity  and  crown : 
Then  pray'd  an  anfwer,  and  fat  down.  20 

The  nymphs  with  fcorn  beheld  their  foes : 
When  the  defendant's  counfel  rofe, 

*  Fcunced  cm  an  offer  of  marriage  made  by  Mifs  Vanhomrigh 
to  Dr.  Swift,  who  was  occifionally  her  preceptor.  The  lady's 
unhappy  flory  is  well  known. 

And, 
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And,  what  no  lawyer  ever  lack'd. 

With  impudence  own'd  all  the  fail; 

But,  what  tiie  gcntleft  heart  would  vex,  25 

Laid  all  the  fault  on  t'other  fex. 

That  modern  love  is  no  fuch  thing 

As  what  thofe  ancient  poets  fmg ; 

A  fire  celeftial,  chafte,  renn'd, 

Conceiv'd  and  kindled  in  the  m.ind;  30 

Which,  having  found  an  equal  flame. 

Unites,  and  both  become  the  fame. 

In  different  breails  together  burn. 

Together  both  to  afhes  turn. 

But  women  now  feel  no  fuch  fire,  3^ 

And  only  know  the  grofs  deiire. 
Their  paiTions  move  in  lower  fpheres. 
Where'er  caprice  or  folly  fleers. 

A  dog,  a  parrot,  or  an  ape. 

Or  fome  worfe  brute  in  human  fhape,  40 

Ingrofs  the  fancies  of  the  fair. 

The  few  foft  moments  they  can  fpare. 

From  viiits  to  receive  and  pay  ; 

From  fcandal,  politicks,  and  play; 

From  fans,  and  flounces,  and  brocades,  45 

From  equipage  and  park-parades. 

From  all  the  thoufand  female  toys. 

From  every  trifle  that  employs 

The  out  or  infide  of  their  heads. 

Between  their  toilets  and  their  beds.  50 

In  a  dull  ftream,  which  moving  flow. 
You  hardly  fee  the  current  flow; 

If 
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If  a  fmall  breeze  obftrucl  the  courfe. 
It  whirls  about,  for  want  of  force. 
And  in  its  narrow  circle  gathers 
Noth'ng  but  chafF,  and  ftraws,  and  feathers. 
The  current  of  a  female  mind 
Stops  thus,  and  turns  with  every  wind; 
Thus  whirling  round  together  draws 
Fools,  fops,  and  rakes,  for  chaff  and  draws. 
Hence  we  conclude,  no  women's  hearts 
Are  won  by  virtue,  wit,  and  parts: 
Nor  are  the  men  of  fenfe  to  blame. 
For  breails  incaDable  of  flame ; 
The  fault  muil  on  the  nymphs  be  plac'd, 
.Grown  fo  corrupted  in  their  tafle. 

The  pleader,  having  (poke  his  belt. 
Had  witnefs  ready  to  atteft. 
Who  fairly  could  on  oath  depofe. 
When  cjueftions  on  the  fact  arofc. 
That  every  ardcle  was  true; 
1^ or  further  thefe  deponents  ktienv  .•— 
Therefore  he  humbly  would  infiit. 
The  bill  might  be  with  coits  difmifs'd. 
The  caufe  appear'd  of  fo  much  weight. 
That  Venus,  from  her  judgement-feat, 
Defir'd  them  not  to  talk  fo  loud, 
Eife  fne  muit  interpofe  a  clcud : 
For,  if  the  heavenly  folk  fhould  know 
Thefe  pleadings  in  the  courts  belo-iAjy 
That  mortals  here  difdain  to  love. 
She  ne'er  could  ihev/  her  face  above; 
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For  gods,  their  betters,  are  too  wife 

To  value  that  which  men  defpife. 

And  then,  faid  fhc,  ray  ion  and  I  85 

Muft  ftroU  in  air,  'twixt  land  and  iky ; 

Or  elfe,  uiut  out  from  heaven  and  earth. 

Fly  to  the  fea,  my  place  of  birth ; 

There  live,  with  daggled  mermaids  pent. 

And  keep  en  iilh  perpetual  Lent.  90 

But,  fmce  the  cafe  appeared  fo  nice. 
She  thought  it  befl  to  take  advice. 
The  Mufes,  by  their  King's  permiiTion, 
Though  foes  to  love,  attend  the  felTion, 
And  on  the  right  hand  took  their  places  9^ 

In  order;  on  the  left,  the  Graces: 
To  whom  fhe  might  her  doubts  propofe 
On  all  emergencies  that  rofe. 
The  Mufes  oft'  were  feen  to  frown ; 
The  Graces  half-afham'd  look  down;  1 00 

And  'twas  obferv'd,  there  were  but  few 
Of  either  fex  among  the  crew. 
Whom  fhe  or  her  affeffors  knew. 
The  goddefs  foon  began  to  fee. 
Things  were  not  ripe  for  a  decree  ;  I Q^ 

And  faid  fhe  mull  confult  her  books. 
The  lonjen*  Fletas,  Bradons,  Cokes. 
Firft  to  a  dapper  clerk  Ihe  beckon'd. 
To  turn  to  Ovid,  book  the  fecond ; 
She  then  referr'd  them  to  a  place  lie* 

In  Virgil  (-vide  Dido's  cafe) : 
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As  for  Tibullus's  reports. 

They  never  pafs'd  for  law  in  courts : 

For  Cowley's  briefs,  and  pleas  of  Waller, 

Still  their  authority  was  fmaller.  1 1 5 

There  was  on  both  fides  much  to  fay : 
She  'd  hear  the  caufe  another  day. 
And  fo  Qic  did ;  and  then  a  third 
She  heard  it — there  (he  kept  her  word  : 
Eut,  with  rejoinders  or  replies,  130 

Long  bills,  and  anfwers  ftuff'd  with  lies. 
Demur,  imparlance,  and  effoign. 
The  parties  ne'er  could  ilTue  join  : 
For  fixteen  years  the  caufe  was  fpun. 
And  then  ftood  where  it  firft  begun.  12^ 

Now,  gentle  Clio,  fmg  or  fay. 
What  Venus  meant  by  this  delay. 
The  goddefs,  much  perplex'd  in  mind 
To  fee  her  empire  thus  declin'd. 
When  lirR:  this  grand  debate  arofe,  1 30 

Above  her  wifdom  to  compofe. 
Conceived  a  project  in  her  head 
To  work  her  ends ;  which,  if  it  fpedj 
Would  ihew  the  merits  of  the  caufe 
Far  better  than  confulting  laws.  '  135 

In  a  glad  hour  Lucina's  aid 
Produc'd  on  earth  a  wondrous  m.aid. 
On  whom  the  Qi^een  of  Love  was  bent 
To  try  a  new  experiment. 

She  threw  her  law-books  on  the  fhelf,  14© 

And  thus  debated  with  herfelf. 

Since 
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Since  men  alledge,  they  ne'er  can  find 
Thofe  beauties  in  a  female  mind. 
Which  raife  a  flame  that  will  endure 
For  ever  uncorrupt  and  pure ;  145 

If  'tis  with  reafon  they  complain. 
This  infant  (hall  reftore  my  reign. 
I  'II  fearch  where  every  virtue  dwells. 
From  courts  inclufive  down  to  cells : 
"What  preachers  talk,  or  fages  write;  150 

Thefe  I  will  gather  and  unite. 
And  reprefent  tliem  to  mankind 
Colle6led  in  that  infant's  mind. 

This  faid,  fhe  plucks  in  heaven's  high  bowers 
A  fprig  of  amaranthine  flowers,  I  5  5 

In  nedlar  thrice  infufes  bays. 
Three  times  reiin'd  in  Titan's  rays; 
Then  calls  the  Graces  to  her  aid. 
And  forinkles  thrice  the  new-born  maid : 
From  whence  the  tender  fkin  afliumes  160 

A  Aveetnefs  above  all  perfumes : 
From  whence  a  cleanlinefs  remains. 
Incapable  of  outward  ftains : 
From  whence  that  decency  of  mind. 
So  lovely  in  the  female  kind,  16^ 

Where  not  one  carelefs  thought  intrudes, 
Lefs  modeft  than  the  fpeech  of  prudes ; 
Where  never  blufh  was  call'd  in  aid. 
That  fpurious  virtue  in  a  maid, 
A  virtue  but  at  fecond-hand ;  1 70 

They  blufh,  becaufe  they  underftand* 

Vol.  XLII.  I  The 
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The  Graces  next  would  acl  their  part. 
And  iliew'd  but  little  of  their  art ; 
Their  work  v/as  half  already  done. 
The  child  with  native  beauty  fhone ;  175 

The  outward  form  no  help  requir'd : 
Each,  breathing  on  her  thrice,  infpir'd 
That  gentle,  foft,  engaging  air. 
Which  in  old  times  adorn'd  the  fair : 
And  faid,  "  Vaneffa  be  the  name  1 80 

*'  By  which  thcu  fVxalt  be  known  to  fame; 
<*  VanefTa,  by  the  gods  inroll'd : 
*'  Her  name  on  earth  fhall  not  be  told.'* 
But  ftili  the  work  was  not  complete ; 

When  Venus  thought  on  a  deceit,  185 

Drawn  by  her  doves,  away  fhe  flies. 

And  finds  out  Pallas  in  the  fkies. 

Dear  Pallas,  I  have  been  this  mom 

To  fee  a  lovely  infant  born;  * 

A  boy  in  yonder  ifle  below,  190 

So  like  my  own  without  his  bow. 

By  beauty  could  your  heart  be  won, 

You  'd  fwear  it  is  Apollo's  fon : 

But  it  fhall  ne'er  be  faid,  a  child 

So  hopeful  has  by  me  been  fpoil'd;  195 

I  have  enough  bef.des  to  fpare. 

And  give  him  wholly  to  your  care. 
Wifdom  's  above  fufpecting  wiles : 

The  Queen  of  Learning  gravely  fmiles, 

Down  from  Olympus  comes  with  joy,  200 

MiTtakes  VanefTa  for  a  boy ; 

Then 
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Then  fows  within  her  tender  mind 

Seeds  long  unknown  to  womankind; 

For  manly  bofoms  chiefly  fit. 

The  feeds  of  knowledge,  judgement,  wit,  205 

Her  foul  was  fuddenly  endued 

V/ith  juftice,  truth,  and  fortitude; 

With  honour,  which  no  breath  can  Hain,  ' 

Which  malice  muft  attack  in  vain; 

With  open  heart  and  bounteous  hand.  210 

But  Pallas  here  was  at  a  fland; 

She  knew,  in  our  degenerate  days. 

Bare  virtue  could  not  live  on  praife ; 

That  meat  muil  be  with  money  bought: 

She  therefore,  upon  fecond  thought,  215 

Infus'd,  yet  as  it  were  by  ftealtli. 

Some  fmall  regard  for  itate  and  weilth; 

Of  which,  as  fhe  grew  up,  there  flaid 

A  tinclure  in  the  prudent  maid : 

She  mana^y'd  her  eliate  wiih  care,  220 

Yet  lik'd  three  footmen  to  her  chair. 

But,  left  he  fhould  neglect  his  Itudies 

l>ike  a  young  heir,  the  thrifty  goddefs 

(For  fear  young  mailer  fhould  be  fpoil'd) 

Would  ufe  him  like  a  younger  child;  22 j 

And,  after  long  computing,  found 

'Twould  come  to  juft  five  thouiand  pound. 

The  Queen  of  Love  was  pleas'd,  and  pjoud. 
To  fee  VanefTa  thus  cndow'd: 
She  doubted  not  but  fuch  a  dame  230 

Through  every  breafl  would  dart  a  flame; 

I  2  Tiiat 
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That  every  rich  and  lordly  fwaifi 
With  pride  would  drag  about  her  chain ; 
That  fcholars  would  forfake  their  books. 
To  ftudy  bright  VanefTa's  looks ;  235 

As  fhe  advanc'd,  that  womankind 
Would  by  her  model  form  their  mind. 
And  all  their  condudl  would  be  try'd 
By  her,  as  an  unerring  guide ; 

Offending  daughters  oft'  would  hear  240 

VanelTa's  praife  rung  in  their  ear : 
Mifs  Betty,  when  ihe  does  a  fault. 
Lets  fall  her  knife,  or  fpills  the  fait. 
Will  thus  be  by  her  mother  chid, 
•'  'Tis  what  Vanefla  never  did  I"  245 

Thus  by  the  nymphs  and  fwains  ador'd. 
My  power  Ihall  be  again  reftor'd. 
And  happy  lovers  blefs  my  reign- 
So  Venus  hop'd,  but  hop'd  in  vain. 

For  when  in  time  the  Martial  Maid  250 

Found  out  the  trick  that  Venus  play'd. 
She  fhakes  her  helm,  (he  knits  her  brows. 
And,  iir'd  with  indignation,  vows. 
To-morrow,  ere  the  fetting  fun. 
She  'd  all  undo  that  fhe  had  done.  "255 

Eut  in  the  poets  we  may  find 
A  v/holefome  law,  time  out  of  mind. 
Had  been  confirm'd  by  Fate's  decree, 
Tnat  gods,  of  whatfoe'er  degree, 
Refume  not  what  themfelves  have  given,  260 

Or  any  brother-god  in  heaven; 

Which 
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Which  keeps  the  peace  among  the  gods. 

Or  they  mufl  always  be  at  odds  : 

And  Pallas,  if  (he  broke  the  laws, 

Muft  yield  her  foe  the  ilrongcr  caufe;.  265 

A  fhame  to  one  fo  much  ador'd 

For  wifiom  at  Jove's  council-board. 

Befiies,  fhe  fear'd  the  Queen  of  Love 

Would  meet  with  better  friends  above.. 

And  though  l"he  muft  with  grief  rclie-fl-,  2.70 

To  fee  a  mortal  virgin  deck'd 

With  graces  hitherto  unknown 

To  female  breads,  except  her  own ; 

Yet  (he  would  adl  as  beft  became 

A  goddefs  of  unfpotted  fame.  275 

She  knew,  by  augury  divine, 

Venus  would  fail  in  her  delign : 

She  ftudy'd  well  the  point,  and  found 

Her  foe's  concluiions  were  not  found. 

From  premifes  erroneous  brought;  280 

And  therefore  the  dedudlion  's  nought. 

And  muft  have  contrary  eitects 

To  what  her  treacherous  foe  experts. 

In.  proper  feafon  Pallas  meets 
The  Queen  of  Love,  whom  thus  Cne  greets  285 

(For  gods,  we  are  by  Homer  told. 
Can  in  celefdal  language  fcold) : 
Perfidious  goddefs  1  but  in  vain 
You  form'd  this  proje<^t  in  your  bram; 
A  project  for  thy  talents  f.t,  290 

With  much  deceit  and  little  wit. 

I  3  Thou 
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Thou  haft,  as  thou  flialt  quickly  fee, 

Deceiv'd  thyfeif,  inllead  of  me : 

For  how  can  heavenly  wifdom  prove 

An  inllrument  to  earthly  love  ?  2-95 

Know'ft  thou  not  yet,  that  men  commence 

Thy  votaries,  for  want  of  fenfeB 

Nor  fnall  VaneiTa  be  the  theme 

To  manage  thy  abortive  fcheme : 

BI12  ''11  prove  the  greateft  of  thy  foesj  300 

And  yet  I  fcorn  to  interpofe. 

But,  ufmg  neither  Ikill  nor  force^ 

Leave  all  things  to  their  natural  courfe. 

The  goddefs  thus  pronounc'd  her  doom  i 
When  lo !  VanefTa  in  her  bloom  305 

Advanced,  like  Atalanta*s  ftar,- 
But  rarely  feen,  and  feen  from  far: 
In  a  new  world  with  caution  llept, 
Watch'd  all  the  company  Ihe  kept. 
Well  knowing,  from  the  books  Ihe  read,  31a 

What  dangerous  paths  young  virgins  tread : 
"Would  fsldom  at  the  Park  appear. 
Nor  faw  the  play-houfe  twice  a  year ; 
Yet,  not  incurious,  was  inclin'd 
To  know  the  converfe  of  mankind.  31^; 

Fir  it  iiTued  from  perfumers'  fliops, 
A  croud  of  falhionable  fops : 
They  a&'d  her,  how  fhe  lik'd  the  play  f 
Then  told  the  tattle  of  the  day ; 
A  duel  fought  laft  night  at  two,  320 

About  a  lady— you  know  who; 

r.Iention'd 
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Mention'd  a  new  Italian  come 

Either  from  Alufcovy  or  Rome; 

Gav^e  hints  of  who  and  who  's  together  j 

Then  fell  a  talking  of  the  weather;  325 

Laft  night  was  fo  extremely  nne. 

The  ladies  walk'd  till  after  nine ; 

Then,  in  foft  voice  and  fpeech  abfurd. 

With  nonfenfe  every  fecond  word. 

With  fuftian  from  exploded  plays,  330 

They  celebrate  her  beauty's  praife; 

Run  o'er  their  cant  of  ftupid  lies. 

And  tell  the  murders  of  her  eyes. 

With  fiient  fcom  VanefTa  fat. 
Scarce  liftening  to  their  idle  chat;  335 

Farther  than  fometimes  by  a  frown. 
When  they  grew  pert,  to  pull  them  down. 
At  laft  {he  fpitefully  was  bent 
To  try  their  wifdom's  full  extent ; 
And  faid  fhe  valued  nothing  lefs  343 

Than  titles,  figure,  fhape  and  drcfs ; 
That  merit  ihould  be  chiefly  plac'd 
In  judgement,  knowledge,  wit,  and  tafte; 
And  th^fe  Ihe,  ofFer'd  to  difnute. 
Alone  diilinguifh'd  man  from  brute:  345 

That  prefent  times  have  no  pretence 
To  'virtue,  in  the  noble  fenfe 
^"j  Greeks  and  Romans  underftood. 
To  periffi  for  our  country's  good. 
She  nam'd  the  ancient  heroes  round,  350 

Explain'd  for  what  tliey  were  renown'd; 

I  4  Thea 
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Then  fpoke  with  cenfure  or  applaufe 
Of  foreign  cuftoms,  rites,  and  laws ; 
Through  nature  and  through  art  Hie  ranged. 
And  gracefully  her  fubject  chang'd ;  355 

In  vain !  her  hearers  had  no  fhare 
In  all  llie  fpoke,  except  to  ftare. 
Their  judgement  was,  upon  the  whole, 
— That  lady  is  the  dulleft  foul!  — 
Then  tipt  their  forehead  in  a  jeer,  360 

As  who  fhould  fay — She  wants  it  here  i 
She  may  be  handfome,  young,  and  rich, 
Eut  none  will  burn  her  for  a  witcli  1 
A  party  next  of  glittering  dames. 
From  round  the  purlieus  of  St.  James,  365 

Came  early,  out  of  pure  gcod-wi'.}. 
To  fee  the  girl  in  difnabille. 
Their  clamour,  'hghting  from  their  chairs, 
Grew  louder  all  the  way  up  ftairs ; 
At  entrance  loudeft,  where  they  found  3-0 

The  room  with  volumes  litter 'd  round. 
VanefTa  held  Montaigne,  and  read, 
Whilft  Mrs.  Sufan  comb'd  her  head. 
They  call'd  for  tea  and  chocolate. 
And  fell  into  their  ufual  chat,  375 

Difcourfmg,  with  important  face, 
On  ribbons,  fans,  and  gloves,  and  lace ; 
Shew'd  patterns  juft  from  India  brought. 
And  gravely  afk'd  her  what  fhe  thought. 
Whether  the  red  or  green  were  beft,  380 

And  what  they  coll ?  VanefTa  guefs'd,- 

As 
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As  came  into  her  fancy  firft ; 

Nam'd  half  the  rates,  and  lik'd  the  worft. 

To  fcandal  next — What  awkward  thing 

Was  that  laft  Sunday  in  the  ring?  385 

I  'm  forry  Mopfa  breaks  fo  faft; 

I  faid,  her  face  would  never  lall. 

Corinna,  with  that  youthful  air. 

Is  thirty,  and  a  bit  to  fpare : 

Her  fondnefs  for  a  certain  Earl  390 

Regan  when  I  was  but  a  girl ! 

Phillis,  who  but  a  month  ago 

Was  marry'd  to  the  Tunbridge-beau, 

I  faw  coquetting  t'other  night 

In  public  with  that  odious  knight!  39^ 

They  railly'd  next  Vanefia's  drefs : 
That  gown  was  made  for  old  Queen  Befs. 
Dear  Madam,  let  me  fee  your  head: 
Don't  you  intend  to  put  on  red  ? 
A  petticoat  without  a  hoop  !  i|.oo 

Sure,  you  are  not  afham'd  to  ftcop  ! 
With  handfome  garters  at  your  knees. 
No  matter  what  a  fellow  (ees. 

Fill'd  with  difdain,  with  rage  inflam'd. 
Both  of  herfelf  and  fex  afham'd,  405 

The  nymph  flood  filent  out  of  fpight. 
Nor  would  vouchfafe  to  fet  them  right. 
Away  the  fair  detractors  went. 
And  gave  by  turns  their  cenfures  vent. 
She  *s  not  fo  handfome  in  my  eyes :  410 

For  wit,  I  wonder  where  it  lies  I 

She  's 
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She  's  fair  and  clean,  and  that  's  the  moft : 

But  why  proclaim  her  for  a  toaft  ? 

A  baby  face ;  no  life,  no  airs. 

Bat  what  fhe  learn'd  at  country-fairs;  415 

Scarce  knows  what  diiFerence  is  between 

Rich  Flanders  lace  and  Colberteen, 

I  '11  undertake,  my  little  Nancy 

In  flounces  hath  a  better  fancy ! 

With  all  her  wit,  I  would  not  a{k  420 

Her  judgement,  how  to  buy  a  mafk. 

We  begg'd  her  but  to  patch  her  face. 

She  never  hit  one  proper  place ; 

"WTiich  every  girl  at  five  years  old 

Can  do  as  foon  as  fhe  is  told.  425 

I  own,  that  out-of-fafnion  ftulF 

Becomes  the  creature  well  enough. 

The  girl  might  pafs,  if  we  could  get  her 

To  know  the  world  a  little  better. 

(To  know  the  nx-orld!  a  modem  phrafe  430 

For  vifits,  ombre,  balls,  and  plays.) 

Thus,  to  the  world's  perpetual  Ihame, 
The  Queen  of  Beauty  lolt  her  aim ; 
Too  late  with  grief  fhe  underftood, 
Pallas  had  done  more  harm  than  good;  455 

For  great  examples  are  but  vain. 
Where  ignorance  begets  difdain. 
Both  fexes,  arm'd  with  g^ailt  and  fpite, 
Againft  Vanefla's  power  unite: 
To  copy  her,  few  nym.phs  afpir'd  ;  440 

Her  virtues  fewer  fwains  admir'd. 

So 
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So  liars  beyond  a  certain  height 
Give  mortals  neither  heat  nor  lio^ht. 

Yet  fome  of  either  fcx,  endowed 
With  gifts  fuperior  to  the  croud,  44^ 

With  virtue,  knowledge,  talle,  and  wit. 
She  condefcended  to  admit : 
With  pleafing  arts  fhe  could  reduce 
Men's  talents  to  their  proper  ufe  ; 
And  with  addrefs  each  genius  held  450 

To  that  wherein  it  moil  excell'd ; 
Thus,  making  others'  wifdom  known. 
Could  pleafe  them,  and  improve  her  own. 
A  modell  youth  faid  fomething  new; 
She  plac'd  it  in  the  flrongeft  view..  45  ? 

All  humble  worth  fhe  flrove  to  raife ; 
Would  not  be  prais'd,  yet  lov^d  to  praife. 
The  learned  met  with  free  approach. 
Although  they  came  not  in  a  coach : 
Some  clergy  too  fhe  would  allow,  460 

Nor  quarrel'd  at  their  awkward  bow; 
But  this  was  for  Cadenus'  fake, 
A  gownman  of  a  diixerent  make ; 
Whom  Pallas,  once  VanefTa's  tutor. 
Had  fix'd  on  for  her  coadjutor.  465 

But  Cupid,  full  of  mifchief,  longs 
To  vindicate  his  mother's  wrongs. 
On  Pallas  all  attempts  are  vain : 
One  way  he  knows  to  give  her  pain; 
Vows  on  VanefTa's  heart  to  take  470 

Due  vengeance,  for  her  patron's  fake, 

Thofc 
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Thofe  early  feeds  by  Venus  fown. 

In  fpite  of  Pallas,  now  were  grown; 

And  Cupid  hop'd  they  would  improve 

By  time,  and  ripen  into  love.  475 

The  boy  made  ufe  of  all  his  craft. 

In  vain  difcharging  many  a  fhaft, 

Pointed  at  colonels,  lords,  and  bes^ux : 

Cadenus  warded  off  the  blows ; 

For,  placing  ftill  fome  book  betwixt,  480 

The  darts  were  in  the  cover  fix'd. 

Or,  often  blunted  aud  recoil'd. 

On  Plutarch's  Morals  flruck,  were  fpoil'd. 

The  Queen  of  Wifdom  could  forefee. 
But  not  prevent  the  Fates'  decree :  485 

And  human  caution  tries  in  vain 
To  break  that  adamantine  chain. 
VanefTa,  though  by  Pallas  taught. 
By  Love  invulnerable  thought. 
Searching  in  books  for  wifdom's  aid,  450 

Was,  in  the  very  fearch,  betray'd. 

Cupid,  though  all  his  darts  were  lofl. 
Yet  ftill refolv'd  to  fpare  no  coll: 
He  could  not  anfvver  to  his  fame 
The  triumphs  of  that  flubbom  dame,  495 

A  nymph  fo  hard  to  be  fubdued, 
V/ho  neither  was  coquette  nor  prude. 
I  find,  faid  he,  fhe  wants  a  Dodlor, 
Both  to  adore  her,  and  inflrudl  her : 
I  '11  give  her  what  fhe  mofl  admires,  500 


Among  thofe  venerable  fires. 


Cadenus 
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Cadenus  is  a  fubjedl  fit. 

Grown  old  in  politicks  and  wit, 

Carefs'd  by  miniflers  of  Itate, 

Of  half  mankind  the  dread  and  hate.  505 

Whate'er  vexations  love  attend. 

She  need  no  rivals  apprehend. 

Her  fex,  with  univerfal  voice, 

Muft  laugh  at  her  capricious  choice, 

Cadenus  many  things  had  writ:  510 

VanefTa  much  efteem'd  his  wit. 
And  call'd  for  his  poetic  works : 
Mean  time  the  boy  in  fecret  lurks; 
And,  while  the  book  was  in  her  hand. 
The  urchin  from  his  private  ftand  51^ 

Took  aim,  and  fn ot  with  all  his  itrength 
A  dart  of  fuch  prodigious  length. 
It  pierc'd  the  feeble  volume  through. 
And  deep  transfix'd  her  bofom  too. 
Some  lines,  more  moving  than  the  rell,  5  20 

Stuck  to  the  point  that  pierc'd  her  breaft. 
And,  borne  diredly  to  the  heart, 
With  pains  unknown,  increas'd  her  fmart. 

Vanefia,  not  in  years  a  fcore. 
Dreams  of  a  gown  of  forty-four ;  rzi 

Imaginary  charms  can  find 
In  eyes  with  reading  almoft  blind : 
Cadenus  now  no  more  appears 
Declin'd  in  health,  advanced  in  years. 
She  fancies  mufick  in  his  tongue;  r^o 

No  farther  looks,  but  thinks  him  young. 

What 
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What  mariner  is  not  afraid 

To  venture  in  a  Ihip  decay'd  ? 

What  planter  v/ill  attempt  to  yoke 

A  fapling  with  a  falling  oak  ?  535 

As  years  increafe^  fhe  brighter  fhinej  : 

Cadenus  with  each  day  declines : 

And  he  mufl:  fall  a  prey  to  time. 

While  fhe  continues  in  her  prime. 

Cadentr^,  common  forms  apart,  ^40 

In  every  fcene  had  kept  his  heart; 
Had  figh'd  and  languifh'd,  vow'd  and  writ. 
For  pailime,  or  to  (hew  his  wit. 
Eut  books,  and  time,  and  iiate  aitairs. 
Had  fpoil'd  his  failiiDnable  airs  :  545 

He  now  could  praife,  efleem,  approvfi. 
But  underftood  not  what  was  love. 
His  conduft  might  have  made  him  ftyl'd 
A  father,  and  the  nymph  his  child. 
That  innocent  delight  he  took  550 

To  fee  the  virgin  mind  ker  book. 
Was  but  the  mailer's  fecret  joy 
In  fchool  to  hear  the  iineii  boy. 
Her  knowledge  with  her  fancy  grew ; 
She  hourly  prefs'd  for  fomething  new;  555 

Ja'eas  came  into  lier  mind 
So  fall,  his  leiTons  lagg'd  beliind ; 
She  reafon'd,  \\ithout  plodding  long. 
Nor  ever  gave  her  judgement  uTong. 
But  now  a  fudden  change  was  wrought:  560 

She  minds  no  longer  wiat  he  .taiight. 

Cadenus 


I 
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Cadenus  was  amaz'd,  to  find 

Such  marks  of  a  diftraded  mind  : 

For,  though  (hz  feem'd  to  liflen  more 

To  all  he  fpoke,  than  e'er  before,  565 

He  found  her  thoughts  would  abfent  range. 

Yet  guefs'd  not  whence  could  fpring  the  change. 

And  fir  ft  he  mode  illy  conjectures 

His  pupil  might  be  tir'd  with  lectures; 

Which  help'd  to  mortLfy  -  is  pride,  tje 

Yet  gave  him  not  the  heart  to  chide : 

But,  in  a  mild  dejedled  ftrain. 

At  laft  he  ventur'd  to  complain; 

Said,  ihe  ihould  be  no  longer  teas'd. 

Might  have  her  freedom  when  fhe  pleas'd;  ^y^ 

Was  now  convinc'd  he  aded  wrong. 

To  hide  her  from  the  world  fo  long. 

And  in  dull  lludies  to  engage 

One  of  her  tender  fex  and  age ; 

That  every  nymph  with  envy  own'd,  j8o 

How  fhe  might  fnine  in  the  grand  morJe ; 

And  every  fhepherd  was  undone 

To  fee  her  cloifter'd  like  a  nun. 

This  was  a  vifionary  fcheme : 

He  wak'd,  and  found  it  but  a  dream;  585 

A  project  far  above  his  Ikill; 

For  nature  mull  be  nature  frill. 

li  he  were  bolder  than  became 

A  fcholar  to  a  courtly  dame. 

She  might  excufe  a  man  of  letters;  590 

Thus  tutors  often  treat  their  betters : 

And, 
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And,  fmce  his  talk  oiFenfr/e  grew. 
He  came  to  take  his  lafl  adieu. 

VanefTa,  fill'd  with  juil  difdain. 
Would  ft'll  her  dignity  maintain,  595 

Inftraftcd  from  her  early  years 
To  fcorn  the  art  of  female  terrs. 

Had  he  employed  his  time  fo  long 
To  teach  her  what  was  right  and  wrong ; 
Yet  could  fuch  notions  entertain  600 

That  all  his  ledlares  were  in  vain  ? 
She  own'd  the  wandering  of  her  thoughts; 
But  he  mull  anfwer  for  her  faults. 
She  well  re  member 'd,  to  her  cofl:. 
That  all  his  leiTons  were  not  loft.  605 

Two  maxims  Jlie  could  ftill  produce. 
And  fad  experience  taught  their  ufe ; 
That  virtue,  pleas'd  by  being  fhown. 
Knows  nothing  which  it  dares  not  own ; 
Can  make  us  without  fear  difclofe  610 

Our  inmofl  fecrets  to  our  foes : 
That  common  forms  were  not  defign'd 
Diredors  to  a  noble  mind. 
Now,  faid  the  nymph,  to  let  you  fee 
My  actions  with  your  rules  agree ;  615 

That  I  can  vulgar  forms  defpife. 
And  have  no  fecrets  to  difguife  : 
I  knew,  by  what  you  faid  and  writ. 
How  dangerous  things  were  men  of  wit ; 
You  cauticn'd  me  againft  their  charms,  620 

But  never  gave  me  equal  arms ; 

Your 
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Your  lefibns  found  the  weakeft  part,  ^  J 

Aim'd  at  the  head,  but  reach'd  the  heart. 

Cadcnus  felt  within  him  rife 
Shame,  difappointmcnt,  guilt,  furprize.  625 

lie  knew  not  how  to  reconcile 
Such  language  with  her  ufual  flyle: 
And  yet  her  words  were  fo  expreft. 
He  could  not  hope  fhe  fpoke  in  j eft. 
His  thoughts  had  wholly  been  coniin'd  630 

To  form  and  cultivate  her  mind. 
He  hardly  knew,  till  he  was  told. 
Whether  the  nymph  were  young  or  old  ; 
Had  met  her  in  a  publi:  place. 
Without  diftinguifhing  her  face :  6^^ 

Much  lefs  could  his  declining  age 
VanelTa's  earliefl  thoughts  eno'ag-e; 
And,  if  her  youth  indiiFerence  met. 
His  perfon  muft  contempt  beget : 
Or,  grant  her  paffion  be  fmcere,  ^±0 

How  fhall  his  innocence  be  clear  ? 
Appearances  were  all  fo  ftrong. 
The  world  mull  think  him  in  the  wrong ; 
Would  fay,  he  made  a  treacherous  ufe 
Of  wit,  to  flatter  and  feduce  :  645 

The  town  would  fwear,  he  had  betray'd 
By  magic  fpells  the  harmlefo  maid : 
And  every  beau  would  have  his  jekes. 
That  fcholars  were  like  other  folks ; 
And,  when  Platonic  flights  were  over,  65© 

The  tutor  turn'd  a  mortal  lover ! 

Vol.  XLIl.  K  So 
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So  tender  of  the  young  and  fair  1 

It  fhew'd  a  true  paternal  care  — 

Five  thoufand  guineas  in  her  purfe ! 

The  Dodlor  might  have  fancy'd  vvorfe. —  "655 

Hardly  at  length  he  filence  broke, 
-And  faulter'd  every  word  he  fpoke; 
Interpreting  her  complaifance, 
Juft  as  a  mzn /ans  conjequence. 

She  rallied  well,  he  always  knew :  660 

'  Her  manner  now  was  fomething  newj 
And  what  fhe  fpoke  was  in  an  air 
As  ferious  as  a  tragic  player. 
But  thofe  who  aim  at  ridicule 

Should  fiX  uponfome  certain  rule,  66,5 

Which  fairly  hints  they  are  in  jeft, 
.  Elfe  he  muft  enter  his  proteft : 
For,  let  a  man  be  ne'er  fo  wife. 
He  may  be  caught  with  fober  lies ; 
-  A  fcience  which  he  never  taught,  djo 

And,  to  be  free,  was  dearly  bought; 
.  For,  take  it  in  its  proper  light, 
'Tis  juft  what  coxcombs  call  a  bite. 

But,  not  to  dwell  on  things  minute, 
Vaneffa  finifh'd  the  difpute,  ^7^ 

Brought  weighty  argument?  to  prove 
That  reafon  was  her  guide  in  love. 
She  thought  he  had  himfelf  defcrib'd. 
His  dcdrines  when  fhe  firft  imbib'd: 
What  he  had  planted,  now  was  grown ;  680 

His  virtues  ftie  might  call  her  own; 

As 
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As  he  approves,  as  he  dillikes. 
Love  or  contempt  her  fancy  ibrikes, 
■Self-love,  in  nature  rocted  fail, 
Attends  us  firft,  and  leaves  us  lait:  6S^ 

"V^Tiy  fhe likes  him,  admire  not  at  her; 
She  loves  herfelf,  and  that 's  the  matter- 
How  was  her  tutor  wont  to  praife 
The  geniufes  of  ancient  days  ! 
(Thofe  authors  he  fo  oft'  had  nam'd,  €90 

For  learning,  wit,  and  wifdcm,  fam'd) 
Was  flruckwith  love,  efteem,  and  awe. 
For  perfons  whom  he  never  faw, 
Suppofe  Cadenus  flouriih'd  then. 
He  rnuft  adore  fuch  god-like  men.  €95 

If  one  Ihort  volume  could  comprife 
Ail  that  was  witty,  learn'd,  and  wife. 
How  would  it  be  efteem'd  and  read. 
Although  the  writer  long  were  dead  I 
If  fuch  an  author  were  alive,  yco 

How  all  would  for  his  friendlhip  llrive. 
And  come  in  crouds  to  fee  his  face  I 
And  this  (he  takes  to  be  her  cafe. 
Cadenus  anfwers  every  end. 

The  book,  the  author,  and  the  friend ;  705 

The  utmofl  her  defires  v/ill  reach. 
Is  but  to  learn  what  he  can  teach : 
His  converfe  is  a  fvilem  fit 
Alone  to  fill  up  all  her  wit; 

\\'hile  every  paflion  of  her  mind  710 

In  him  is  centered  and  confin'd, 

K  z  Love 


13*  SWIFT'SPOEMS. 

Love  can  with  fpeecli  infpire  a  mute. 
And  taught  Vaneffa  to  difpute. 
This  topick,  never  touch'd  before, 
Difplay'd  her  eloquence  the  more  :  715 

Her  knowledge,  with  fuch  pains  acquir'd. 
By  this  new  paffion  grew  infpir'd ; 
Through  this  fne  made  all  objedls  pafs. 
Which  gave  a  tincture  o'er  the  mafs ; 
As  rivers,  though  they  bend  and  twine,  720 

Still  to  the  fea  their  courfe  incline ; 
Or,  as  philofophers,  who  find 
Some  favourite  fyftem  to  their  mind. 
In  every  point  to  make  it  fit, 
V/ill  force  all  nature  to  fubmit.  725 

Cadenus,  who  could  ne'er  fufpedl 
His  leffons  would  have  fuch  efred. 
Or  be  fo  artfully  apply'd, 
Infenfibly  came  on  her  fide. 

It  was  an  unforefeen  event;  730 

Things  took  a  turn  he  never  m.eant. 
Whoe'er  excels  in  what  we  prize. 
Appears  a  hero  in  our  eyes : 
Each  girl,  when  pleas'd  with  what  is  taught,' 
Will  have  the  teacher  in  her  thought.  735 

When  Mifs  delights  in  her  fpinnet, 
A  fiddler  m,ay  a  fortune  get; 
A  blockhead,  with  melodious  voice. 
In  boarding-fchools  may  have  his  choice ; 
And  oft'  the  dancing-mafter's  art  740 

Climbs  from  the  toe  to  touch  the  heart. 

In 
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In  learning  let  a  nymph  delight. 

The  pedant  gets  a  miibefs  by  't. 

Cadenuo,  to  his  grief  and  fhame. 

Could  fcarce  oppofe  VanefTa's  flame ;  745 

And,  though  her  arguments  were  ftrong. 

At  leaft  could  hardly  wifh  them  wrong. 

Kowe'er  it  came,  he  could  not  tell, 

But  fure  Ihc  never  talk'd  fo  well. 

His  pride  began  to  interpofe ;  75a 

Preferr'd  before  a  croud  of  beaux ! 

So  bright  a  nymph  to  come  unfought  I 

Such  wonder  by  his  merit  wrought! 

*'ris  merit  muft  with  her  prevail ! 

He  never  knew  h?r  judgement  fail !  755 

She  noted  all  flie  ever  read ! 

And  had  a  moft  difcernin2:  head ! 

'Tis  an  old  maxim  in  the  fchoolsy. 
That  flafcerv  's  the.  food  of  fools ; 
Yet  now  and  then  your  men  of  wit  760 

V/ill  condefcend  to  take  a  bit. 

So,  when  Cadenus  could  not  hide. 
He  chofe  to  juftify,  his  pride; 
Conftruiiig  the  pafiion  Ihe  had  fhov/n. 
Much  to  her  praife,  more  to  his  own.  765 

Nature  in  him  had  merit  plac'd. 
In  her  a  moft  judicious  talh. 
Love,  hitherto  a  traniicnt  guell:. 
Ne'er  held  poircffion  of  his  breaftj. 
So  long  attending  at  the  gate,  y^o 

Diidain'd  to  cnttr  in  fo  late. 


K  %  Lo~ 
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Lo've  v/hy  do  we  one  pafTion  call. 

When  'tis  a  compound  of  them  all  I 

Where  hot  and  cold,  where  fharp  and  fvveet. 

In  all  their  equipages  meet;  jj^ 

Yv^ere  pleafures  mix"d  wixh  pains  appear. 

Sorrow  with  joy,  and  hope  with  fear; 

Wherein  his  dignity  and  age 

Forbid  Cadenus  to  engage. 

But  friendihip,  in  its  greatefl  height,  7-80 

A  conftant,  rational  delight. 

On  virtue's  bafis  iix'd  to  laft. 

When  love  allurements  long  are  paft. 

Which  gently  warms^  but  cannot  biu*n, 

Ke  gladly  offers  in  return;  785; 

His  want  of  pafion  will  redeem 

With  gratitude,  refpeft,  efteem  ; 

With  that  de'v'otion  we  beftow. 

When  goddeifes  appear  below. 

While  thus  Cadenus  entertains  '?cjO' 

VaneiTa  in  exalted  iirains. 
The  nymph  in  fober  words  intreats 
A  truce  with  all  fublirne  conceits : 
For  why  fuch  raptures,  flights,  and  fancies, 
To  her  who  durit  not  read  romances  ?  79 5" 

In  lofty  ilyle  to  make  replies, 
^Vhich  he  had  taught  her  to  defpife  ? 
But  when  her  tutor  will  alFeift 
Devotion,  duty,  and  rcfpeit. 

He  fairly  abdicates  the  throne  ;  Soa 

The  government  is  now  her  own ; 

He 
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He  has  a  forfeiture  incurr'd; 

She  vows  to  take  him  at  his  word. 

And  hopes  he  will  not  think  it  ftrange. 

If  both  fliould  now  their  ftations  change,  8d^, 

The  nymph  will  have  her  turn  to  be 

The  tutor ;  and  the  pupil,  he : 

Though  (he  already  can  difcern 

Her  fcholar  is  not  apt  to  learn ; . 

Or  wants  capacity  to  reach  8xo: 

The  fcience  fhe  deiicjns  to  teach : 

Wherein  his  genius  was  belovvf 

The  fkill  of  every  common  beau,  . 

Who,  though  he  cannot  fpell,  is  wife 

Enough  to  read  a  lady's  eyes,  8-iC-; 

And  will  each  accidental  glance 

Interpret  for  a  kind  advance. 

But  what  fuccefs  VanelTa  met. 
Is  to  the  world  a  fecret  yet. 

Whether  the  nymph,  to  pleafe  her  fwain, .  820 

Talks  in  a  high  romantic  ftrain ; 
Or  whether  he  at  lafl  defcends 
To  ad  with  lefs  feraphic  ends; 
Or,  to  compound  the  bufmefs,  whether 
They  temper  love  and  books  together;  825 

Mull  never  to  mankind  be  told. 
Nor  ihall  the  confcious  Mufe  unfold. 

Meantime  the  mournfol  Queen  of  Love 
Led  but  a  weary  life  above. 

She  ventures  now  to  leave  the  (kies,  830 

Grown  by  VaneiTa's  condu>5l  wife ; 

K  4  For  J 
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For,  though  by  one  perverfe  event 
Pallas  had  crofs'd  her  firfl  intent ; 
Thoup-h  her  defio:n  was  not  obtain'd : 
Yet  had  Ihe  much  experience  gain'd,  835 

And,  by  the  projedl  vainly  try'd,. 
Could  better  now  the  caufe  decide. 
She  gave  dus  notice,  that  both  parties, 
Ccram  Regina^  prox*  die  Mart  is  j 
Should  at  their  peril,  without  fail,  840 

Come  and  appear,  and  fave  their  bail. 
All  met;  and,  filence  thrice  proclaim'd. 
One  lawyer  to  each  iide  was  nam'd. 
The  judge  difcover'd  in  her  face 
Refentments  for  her  late  difgrace ;  84^ 

And,  full  of  anger,  fhame,  and  grief, 
Direcled  them  to  mind  their  brief, 
Nor  fpend  their  time  to  fhew  their  reading  ; 
She  'd  have  a  fummary  proceeding. 
She  gather'd  under  every  head  850 

The  fum  of  what  each  lawyer  faid. 
Gave  her  own  reafcns  lail,  and  then 
Decreed  the  caufe  againft  the  jmn. 
But,  in  a  weighty  cafe  like  this^ 
To  fbew  fhe  did  not  judge  amifs,  855 

Which  evil  tongues  m'ght  elfe  report. 
She  mride  a  foeech  ia  cren  court; 
Wherein  fne  grievouily  complains, 
*^  Kow  fhe  was  cheated  by  the  fwains ;" 
On  whofe  petition  (humbly  fnewing,  86o 

That  women  were  not  worth  the  wooing. 

And 
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And  that,  unlefs  the  fex  would  mend. 

The  race  of  lovers  foon  muft  end)  — 

**  She  was  at  Lord  knows  what  expence 

"  To  form  a  nymph  of  wit  and  fenfe,  865 

"   A  model  for  her  fex  defign'd, 

"  Who  never  could  one  lover  find. 

"  She  faw  her  favour  was  mifplac'd; 

*'  The  fellows  had  a  wretched  taile ; 

*•  She  needs  muft  tell  them  to  their  face,  870 

They  were  a  llupid,  fenfelefs  race; 

And,  were  (he  to  begin  again, 

She  *d  ftudy  to  reform  the  men ; 

Or  add  fome  grains  of  folly  more 

To  ijoomen,  than  they  had  before,  875 

To  put  them  on  an  equal  foot; 

And  this,  or  nothing  elfe,  would  do  't. 

This  might  their  mutual  fancy  ftrike. 

Since  every  being  loves  its  like. 

But  now,  repenting  what  was  done,  8 So 

She  left  all  bufmefs  to  her  fon ; 
"  She  puts  the  world  in  his  poiTeffion, 
"  And  let  him  ufe  it  at  difcretion." 

The  cryer  was  order'd  to  difmifs 
The  court,  fo  made  his  lail  O yes!  885 

The  goddefs  would  no  longer  wait ; 
But,  rifmg  from  her  chair  of  ftate. 
Left  all  below  at  fix  and  feven, 
Harnefs'd  her  doves,  and  flew  to  heaven. 
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TO       LOVE*. 

IN  all  I  wifh,  how  happy  (hould  I  be. 
Thou  grand  Deluder,  were  it  not  for  thee  ! 
{30  weak  thou  art,  that  fools  thy  power  defpife  ; 
And  yetfo  ftrong,  thou  triumph'it  o'er  the  wife,. 
Thy  traps  are  laid  with  fuch  peculiar  art. 
They  catch  the  cautious,. let  the  rafh  depart. 
Moil  nets  are  fili'd  by  want  of  thought  and  care  : 
But  too  much  thinking  brings  us  to  thy  fnare  j 
V/here,  held  by  thee,  in  flavery  we  iUy, 
And  throw  the  pleafmg  part  of  life  away. 
But,  what  does  moft  my  indignation  move, 
Difcretion  1  thou  wert  ne'er  a  friend  to  love: 
Thy  chief  delight  is  to  def:-at  thof^  arts. 
By  vyhich  he  kindles  mutual  flames  in  hearts  ; . 
While  the  blind  loitering  God  is  at  his  play. 
Thou  ileal' il  his  golden-pointed  darts  away; 
Thofc  darts  which  never  fail ;  and  in  their  Head 
Convey'il  malignant  arrows  tipt  with  lead;. 
The  heedlefs  God,  fufpecling  no  deceits. 
Shoots  on,  and  thinks  he  has  done  wondrous  feats ; 
But  the  poor  nymph  who  feels  her  vitals  burn. 
And  from  her  Ihepherd  can  find  no  return. 
Laments,  and  rages  at  the  power  divine, 
\Vhen,  curil  Difcretion  1  all  the  fault  was  thine : 

*  Found   in  Mifs  Vanhomrigh's  deffi,  after  her  death,  in  ths 
hiind.writing  of  Dr.  Swift. 

Cupid 
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Cupid  anel  Hymen  thou  haft  fet  at  odds. 
And  bred  fuch  feuds  between  thofe  kindred  gods> 
That  Venus  cannot  reconcile  her  Tons ; 
V.Tien  one  appears,  away,  the  other  runs. 
The  former  fcales,  wherein  he  us'd  to  poife 
Love  againft  love,  and  equal  joys  with  joys. 
Are  now  fili'd  up  with  avarice  and  pride. 
Where  titles,  power,  and  riches,  ftill  fubfide. 
Then,  gentle  Venus,  to  thy  father  mn. 
And  tell  him  how  thy  children  are  undone  j 
Prepare  his  bolts  to  give  one  fatal  blow. 
And  flrike  Difcretion  to  the  fhades  below. 

ODE    TO     SPRING. 

BY        A        LADY*. 

HAIL,  blulhing  goddefs,  beauteous  Spring> 
Who,  in  thy  jocund  train,  deft  brLrxg. 
Loves  and  Graces,  fmiling  Hours, 
Balmy  breezes,  fragrant  flowers  j 
Come,  with  tints  of  reflate  hue. 
Nature's  faded  charms  renew* 

Yet  why  fhould  I  thy  prefence  hail  ? 
To  me  no  more  the  breatliing  gale 
Comes  fraught  with  fv,  eets ;  no  more  the  role 
With  fuch  tranfcendent  beauty  blows. 
As  when  Cadenus  bleft  the  fcene. 
And  fiiar'd  with  me  thofe  joys  ferene ; 
When,  unperceiv'd,  the  lambent  fire 
Of  friendfliip  kindl.d  new  defire : 
*  This  and  the  next  ode  have  been  afciibed  to  VaneiTa, 

Still 
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Still  liftening  to  his  tuneful  tongue. 
The  truths,  which  angels  might  have  Tung, 
Divine,  impreft  their  gentle  fway. 
And  rvveetly  ftole  my  foul  away. 
My  guide,  ini1ru6lor,  lover,  friend, 
(Dear  names  1)  in  one  idea  blend; 
Oh!  ftill  conjoin'd,  your  incenfe  rife. 
And  waft  Aveet  odours  to  the  fkies ! 

ODE    TO    WISDOM. 

BY       THE       SAME. 

OH,  Pallas !  I  invoke  thy  aid ! 
Vouchafe  to  hear  a  wretched  maid, 
By  tender  love  depreil; 
'Tis  juil  that  thou  fnould'fl  heal  the  fmart 
Infii(5led  by  thy  fubtle  art. 

And  calm  my  troubled  breail. 

No  random-fhot  from  Cupid's  bow. 
But  by  thy  guidance,  foft  and  flow. 

It  funk  within  my  heart ; 
Thus,  Love  being  arm'd  with  Wlfdom's  force. 
In  vain  I  try  to  Hop  its  courfe. 

In  vain  rjoei  the  dart. 

O  goddefs !  break  the  fatal  league ; 
Let  Love,  with  Folly  and  Intrigue, 

More  fit  aiTcciates  fmd ! 
And  thou  alone  within  my  breaft, 
C  1  deign  to  f^othe  my  griefs  to  reft. 

And  heal  my  tortur'd  mind. 


1^   xU- 
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A    REBUS.     By  Vanes-'a. 

CUT  the  name  of  the  man*  vvho  h's  midrefs  deny'd,  "J 
And  let  the  firft  of  it  be  only  apply'd  r 

To  join  with  the  prophetf  vvho  David  did  chide;        ^ 
Then  fay  what  a  horfe  is  that  runs  very  faft  |: ; 
And  that  which  deferves  to  be  firil  put  the  laft; 
Spell  all  then,  and  put  them  together,  to  find 
The  Name  and  the  Virtues  of  him  I  delignM. 
Like  the  Patriarch  in  Egypt,  he  's  vers'd  in  the  ftate; 
Like  the  Prophet  in  Jev/ry,  he  's  free  with  the  great  j 
Like  a  racer  he  flies,  to  fuccour  with  fpeed. 
When  his  friends  want  his  aid,  or  defert  is  in  need. 


THE    DEAN'S     ANSWER. 


■^HE  nymph  who  wrote  this  in  an  amorous  fit;, 
I  eannot  but  envy  the  pride  of  her  wit. 
Which  thus  fne  will  venture  profufely  to  throw 
On  fo  mean  a  dejigny  and  2.fubje6l  fo  low. 
For  mean  ^s  her  dejign,  and  \itx  fubjed  as  mean. 
The  firit  but  a  Rebus,  the  lafl  but  a  Dean. 
A  Dean  's  but  a  paribn :  and  what  is  a  Rebus  ? 
A  thing  never  known  to  the  Mufes  or  Phoebus. 
The  corruption  of  verfe ;  for,  when  all  is  done. 
It  is  but  a  parapbra/e  made  on  a  pun. 
But  a  genius  like  her's  no  fubjeft  can  Ilifle, 
It  fhews  and  difcovers  itfelf  through  a  trifle. 

•  7«-fcpb.  t  Nathan,  J  S'zulft, 
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By  reading  this  trifiey  I  quickly  began 

To  find  her  a  great  ou//,  but  the  dean  a  fmall  man. 

Rich  ladies  will  furnL'h  their  garrets  with  ftufr. 

Which  others  for  mantuas  would  think  fine  enough : 

So  the  oui/  that  is  lavifhly  thrown  away  here. 

Might  furnifh  a  fecond-rate  poet  a  year. 

Thus  much  for  the  ^erfe ;  we  proceed  to  the  next, 

"Where  the  Nymph  had  entirely  forfaken  her  text : 

Ker  fine  panegyricks  "are  quite  out  of  feafon. 

And  whaty^i?  defciibes  to  be  7nerit  is  treajon: 

The  changes  which  faftion  has  made  in  the  ftate. 

Have  put  the  dean\  pohticks  quite  out  of  date : 

Now  no  one  regards  what  he  utters  with  freedom. 

And,  fhould  he  write  pamphlets y   no  great  man  would 

read  'em ; 
And  fnould  nvant  or  defey-t  ftand  in  need  of  his  aid, 
■  This  racer  would  prove  but  a  duil-foundcr'd^W^. 

HORACE,  B.  II.  ODE  I.  PARAPHRASED. 
,  AddreiTed  to  Richard  Steel£,  Efq.iy^. 

**  En  qui  promittlt  cives,  urbem  fibl  curar, 

**  Imfcriiim  fore,  &  Italiam,  &  delubra  deorum." 

HoR.  I  Sat.  vi.  34. 

DICK,  thou  'rt  refoh-'d,  as  I  am  told. 
Some  ftrange  arcana  to  unfold. 
And,  with  the  help  of  Buckley's  pen. 
To  vamp  the  good  old  caufe  again, 
Which  thou  (fuch  Burnet's  fhrew'd  advice  is)  5 

.Muil  furbifh  up,  and  nickname  Crifis. 

Thou 
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Thou  pompoufly  wilt  let  us  know 
'What  all  the  world  knew  long  ago, 
(E'er  fince  Sir  William  Gore  was  mayor, 
AndKarley  fiird  the  Commons'  chair)  .10 

That  we  a  German  Prince  muft  own 
When  Anne  for  heaven  refigns  her  throne. 
But,  more  than  that,  thou  'it  keep  a  rout 
With — who  is  in — and  v/ho  is  out ', 
Thou  'It  rail  devoutly  at  the  peace j  l.^ 

And  all  its  fecret  cattjes  trace. 
The  bucket-play  'twixt  Whigs  and  Tories, 
Their  ups  and  downs,  with  fifty  flories 
Of  tricks  the  Lord  of  Oxford  knows. 
And  errors  of  our  rlenipoes.  23 

Thou  'It  tell  of  leagues  among  the  great. 
Portending  ruin  to  our  flate ; 
And  of  that  dreadful  coup  d' eclat 3 
V/hich  has  afforded  thee  much  chat. 
The  Queen,  forfooth,  (defpotic)  gave  -2;^ 

Twelve  coronets  without  thy  leave  1 
A  breach  of  liberty,  'tis  own'd. 
For  which  no  heads  have  yet  atcn'd ! 
Believe  me,  what  thou  'ft  undertaken 
"May  bring  in  jeopardy  thy  bacon  ;  30 

For  madmen,  children,  wits,  and  fools. 
Should  never  meddle  with  edg'd  tools. 
But,  fmce  thou  'it  got  into  the  fire. 
And  canft  not  eaiily  retire. 

Thou  muil  no  longer  deal  m  farce t  35 

Nor  pump  to  cobble  wicked  verfe ; 

Until 
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Until  thou  {halt  h?.ve  easM  thy  confclenc^ 

Of  fpleen,  of  pel  hicks,  and  nonfenfe; 

And,  when  thou  'ft  bid  adieu  to  cares. 

And  fettled  Europe's  grand  affairs,  ^9 

'Twill  then,  perhaps,  be  worJi  thy  while 

For  Drury-Lane  to  (hape  thy  ilyle  : 

**  To  make  a  pair  of  jolly  fellows, 

**  The  fon  and  father  join,  to  tell  us 

•*  Kcw  foRS  may  'i^.izly  difobey,  <^^ 

"  And  fathers  never  Hiould  fay  nay; 

"  By  which  wife  condud  they  grow  friends 

"  At  lafl — and  fo  the  flory  ends*." 

When  firft  I  knew  thee,  Dick,  thou  wert 

Renown'd  for  ikill  in  Fauilus'  artf ,  50 

Which  made  thy  clofet  much  frequented 

By  buxom  laiTes — fome  repented 

Their  lucklefs  choice  of  hufoands — others. 

Impatient  to  be  like  their  mothers, 

Receiv'd  from  thee  profound  diredions  '  55 

How  bell  to  fettle  their  affections. 

Thus  thou,  a  friend  to  the  diftrefs'd, 
X>idll  in  thy  calling  do  thy  bell:. 

But  now  the  Senate  (if  things  i*//. 
And  thou  at  Stockb ridge  wert  not  bit)  60 

♦  This  is  faid  to  be  a  plot  of  a  comedy  with  which  Mr. 
Steele  has  long  thrcatene.l  tlie  tuvvn.  Swift.— In  fome  par- 
ticulars it  woul'd  apply  to  "  The  Confclous  Lovers." 

f  There  were  fome  tolerable  grounds  for  this  ref.eflioii.  Mr. 
Steele  had  adlually  a  laboratory  at  PcpJar. 

Muft 
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Muft  feel  thy  eloquence  and  iire. 
Approve  thy  fchemes,  thy  v/it  admire. 
Thee  with  immortal  honours  crown, 
Whilft,  Patriot-like,  thou  *lt  ftrut  and  frown. 

What  though  by  enemies  'tis  faid,  5^ 

The  laurel  which  adorns  thy  head, 
Muft  one  day  corns  in  competition 
By  virtue  of  fome  fly  petition : 
Yet  Tnum  for  that ;  hope  ftill  the  beft. 
Nor  let  fuch  cares  difturb  thy  reft.  7© 

Methinks  I  hear  thee  loud  as  trumpet. 
As  bag-pipe  fnrill,  or  oyfter-ftrumpet ; 
Methinks  I  fee  thee,  fpruce  and  line, 
"With  coat  embroider'd  richly  ihine. 
And  dazzle  all  the  idol- faces  7^ 

As  through  the  hall  thy  worihip  paces ; 
(Though  this  I  fpeak  but  at  a  venture, 
Suppoiing  thou  haft  tick  with  Hunter) 
Methinks  I  fee  a  black-^uard  rout 
Attend  thy  coach,  and  hear  them  ftiout  80 

In  approbation  of  thy  tongue. 
Which  (in  their  ftyle)  is  purely  hung. 
Now !  now  you  carry  all  before  you ! 
Nor  dares  one  Jacobite  or  Tory 
Pretend  to  anfwer  one  fyl — lable,  85 

Except  the  matchlefs  hero  Abel*. 

JL 

What  though  her  highnefs  and  her  fpoufe 
In  Antwcrpf  keep  a  frugal  houfe, 

*  Abel  Roper. 

■\  Where  the  Dnke  of  Malborough  then  refiJcd. 

Vol.  XL II.  L  Yet, 
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Yet,  not  forgetful  of  a  friend. 

They  '11  fooji  enable  thee  to  fpend,  go 

If  to  Macartney*  thou  will  toaft. 
And  to  his  pious  patron^ s  ghoji. 
,  Now  manfully  thou  'It  run  a  tilt 
"  On  popes y  for  all  the  blood  they  've  fpilt, 
"  For  mafTacies,  and  racks,  and  flames,  gc 

'*  For  lands  enrich'd  by  crimfon  flreams, 
"  For  inquifitions  taught  by  Spain, 
"  Of  which  theChriftian  world  complain.'* 
Dick,  we  agree — all 's  true  thou  'ft  faid. 
As  that  my  Mufe  is  yet  a  maid.  1 00 

But,  if  I  may  with  freedom  talk. 
All  this  is  foreign  to  thy  walk: 
Thy  ge^iius  has  perhaps  a  knack 
At  trudging  in  a  beaten  track. 

But  is  {or  Jl  ate -affairs  as  fit  ^105 

As  mine  for  politicks  and  wit. 
Then  let  us  both  in  time  grow  wife. 
Nor  higher  than  our  talents  rife ; 
To  fome  fnug  cellar  let  's  repair 
From  duns  and  debts,  and  drown  our  care;        ^*■IO 
Now  quaff  of,  hone  ft  ale  a  quart. 
Now  venture  at  a  pint  of  port. 
With  which  infpir'd,  we  '11  club  each  night 
Some  tender  fonnet  to  indite. 

And  with  Tom  D'Urfey,  Philips,  Dennis,  11^ 

Immortalize  our  Dolls  and  Jenneys. 

*  General  Macartney^  who  killed  Duke  Hamilton. 

HORACE, 
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John  Dennis  the  fheltering  Poet's  Invitation 
to  Richard  Steele,  the  fecluded  Party-writer, 
and  Member,  to  come  and  live  with  him  in 
The  Mint.     1714*' 

Fit  to  be  bound  up  with  The  Crisis, 

IF  thou  canft  lay  alide  a  fpendthrift's  air. 
And  condsfcend  to  feed  on  homely  fare. 
Such  as  wc  Minters,  with  ragouts  unftor'd, 
"VV^ill,  in  defiance  of  the  law,  afford : 
Quit  thy  patrols  with  Toby's  Chriftmas-box,  r 

And  come  to  me  at  The  Two  Fighting  Cocks; 
Since  printing  by  fubfcription  now  is  grown 
The  ftaleft,  idleft  cheat  about  the  town; 
And  ev'n  Charles  Gildon,  who,  a  Papill:  bred. 
Has  an  alarm  againfc  that  worfliip  fpread,  lo 

Is  praflifing  thofe  beaten  paths  of  cruifmg. 
And  for  new  levies  on  Propofals  mufmg. 

'Tis  true,  that  Bloomlbury  Square  's  a  noble  place : 
But  what  are  lofty  buildings  in  thy  cafe  ? 
What  's  a  fine  houfe  embellifli'd to profufion,  it 

Where  fhoulder-dabbers  are  in  execution  ? 
Or  whence  its  timorous  tenant  feldom  faliies. 
But  apprehenfivc  of  infulting  bailiffs? 

*  This  and  the  preceding  poem  are  printed  from  copies  in  the 
Lambeth  Library,  K.  j,  2,  29,  30.  410. 

L  2  Thl3 
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This  once  be  mindful  of  a  friend's  advice. 

And  ceafe  to  be  improvidently  nice ;  20 

Exchange  the  profpeds  that  delude  thy  fight. 

From  Highgate's  fteep  afcent,  and  Hampltead's  height. 

With  verdant  fcenes,  that,  from  St.  George's  field. 

More  durable  and  fafe  enjoyments  yield. 

Here  I,  ev'n  I,  that  ne'er  till  now  could  find         25 
Eafe  to  my  troubled  and  fufpicious  mind. 
But  ever  vi'as  with  jealoufies  pofTefs'd, 
Am  in  a  Hate  of  indolence  and  reft ; 
Fearful  no  more  of  Frenchmen  in  difguife. 
Nor  looking  upon  firangers  as  on  fpies,  30 

But  quite  diverted  of  my  former  fpleen. 
Am  unprovok'd  without  and  calm  within  : 
And  here  I  '11  wait  thy  coming,  till  the  fun 
Shall  its  diurnal  courfe  completely  run. 
Think  not  that  thou  of  fturdy  butt  fhalt  fail ;  ^5 

Mv  landlord's  cellar  's  ftock'd  with  beer  and  ale. 
With  every  fort  of  malt  that  is  in  ufe. 
And  every  county's  generous  produce. 
The  ready  (for  here  Chriftian  faith  is  fick. 
Which  makes  us  feldom  trefpafs  upon  tick)  40 

Inftantly  brings  the  choiceft  liquors  out, 
WTiether  we  afk  for  home-brew'd  or  for  ftout. 
For  mead  or  cyder,  or,  with  dainties  fed. 
Ring  for  a  flaftc  or  two  of  white  or  red, 
Such  as  the  drawer  will  not  fail  to  f,vear  45 

Was  drunk  by  Pilkington  when  third  time  mayor. 
That  name,  methinks,  fo  popularly  known 
For  oppofition  to  the  church  and  crown. 

Might 
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Might  make  the  Lufitanian  grape  to  pafs. 

And  almoft  give  a  fanction  to  the  g'afs ;  50 

Efpecially  with  thee,  whofe  hafty  zeal 

Againft  the  late  rejedled  commerce -bill 

iViade  thee  rife  up,  iil-ie  an  audacious  elf, 

'/i  do  ihc  fpeakcr  honour ^  notthyfelf. 

But,  if  thou  foar'ft  above  the  common  prices,        55 
B/  virtue  of  i'ubfcription  to  thy  Crifis, 
And  nothing  can  go  down  with  thee,  but  wines 
Prefs'd  from  Burgundian  and  Campanian  vines, 
Eid  them  be  brought  j  for,  though  I  hate  the  French, 
I  love  their  liquors,  as  though  lov'll  a  wench ;  tzi 

Kile  thou  muil  humble  thy  expenfive  tafte. 
And,  with  us,  hold  contentment  for  a  feaft. 

The  fire's  already  lighted  j  and  the  maid 
Has  a  clean  cloth  upon  the  table  laid. 
Who  never  on  a  Saturday  had  fcruck,  65 

But  for  thy  entertainment,  up  a  buck, 
'i  hink  of  this  acl  of  grace,  which  by  your  leave 
Sufan  would  not  have  done  on  Eafter  Eve, 
Had  fue  not  been  inform'd  over  and  over, 
'Twas  for  th*  ingenious  Author  of  The  Lover.  70 

Ccafe  therefore  to  beguile  thyfelf  with  hopes. 
Which  is  no  more  than  making  faudy  rcpes. 
And  quit  the  vain  purfuit  of  loud  applaufe, 
1'hat  muil  bewilder  thee  in  faction's  caufe. 
Pry'thee  what  is't  to  thee  who  guides  the  flate  >        y^ 
Why  Dunkirk's  demolition  is  fo  late  ? 
Or  why  her  Majefty  thinks  fit  to  ceafe 
The  din  cf  war,  andhuih  the  world  to  peace  ? 

L  3  Ths 
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The  clergy  too,  without  thy  aid,  can  tell 

What  texts  to  chocie,  and  on  what  topicks  dwell ;    So 

And,  uninftrudled  by  thy  babbling,  teach 

Their  flocks  celellial  hapDinels  to  reach. 

Rather  let  fuch  poor  fouls  as  you  and  I 

Say  that  the  holy  days  are  drawing  nigh. 

And  that  to-morrow's  fun  begins  the  week,  8-5 

Which  will  abound  with  Here  of  ale  and  cake. 

With  hams  of  bacon,  and  with  powder'd  beef, 

StuiF'd  to  give  field-itinerants  relief. 

Then  I,  who  have  within  thefe  precinfls  kept. 
And  ne'er  beyond  the  chimney-fweeper's  ileptj         9.0 
Will  take  a  loofe,  and  venture  to  be  feen. 
Since  'tv/ill  be  Sunday,  upon  Sh^nks's  green; 
There,  with  erefted  looks  and  phrafe  fubiime. 
To  talk  of  unity  of  place  and  time. 
And  with  much  malice,  mix'd  with  little  fatire,  95 

Explode  the  wits  on  t'other  fide  o'th'  water. 

Why  has  my  Lord  Godolphin's  fpecial  grace 
Invefled  me  with  a  queen's-waiter's  place. 
If  li  debarr'd  of  feftival  delights. 
Am  not  allow'd  to  fpend  the  perquilites  ?  100 

He  's  but  a  fhort  remove  from  being  mad> 
Who  at  a  time  of  jubilee  is  fad; 
And,  like  a  griping  ufurer,  does  fpare 
Kis  money  to  be  fquander'd  by  his  heir ; 
Fluttered  away  in  liveries  and  in  coaches,  105 

And  v/afny  forts  of  feminine  debauches. 
As  for  my  part,  whate'er  the  world  may  think, 
I  '11  bid  adieu  to  gravity,  and  drink  i 

And, 
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And,  though  I  can't  put  off  a  woeful  mien. 

Will  be  all  mirth  and  cheerfulnefs  within:  iio- 

As,  in  defpight  of  a  cenforious  race, 

I  moft  incontinently  fuck  my  face. 

What  mighty  projefts  does  not  he  dengn, 

Whofe  ilomach  flows,  and  brain  turns  round  with  wine  ? 

Wine,  powerful  wine,  can  thaw  the  frozen  cit,         115; 

And  fafhion  him  to  humour  and  to  wit; 

Makes  even  S****  to  difclofe  his  art. 

By  racking  every  fscret  from  his  heart. 

As  he  flings  off  the  flatefman's  fly  difguife,. 

To  name  the  cuckold's  wife  with  whom  he  lies.       I20" 

Ev'n  Sarum,  when  he  quaffs  it  Head  of  t^a, . 

Fancies  himfelf  in  Canterbury's  fee  ; 

And  S* *****,  when  he  caroufmg  reels,. 

Imagines  that  he  has  regained  the  feais : 

W******,  by  virtue  of  its  juice,  can  right,  125, 

And  Stanhope  of  commiiiioners  make  light. 

Wine  gives  Lord  William  aptitude  of  parts. 

And  fwells  him  with  hia  family's  deferts : 

V/hom  can  it  not  make  eloquent  of  fpeech  ? 

Whom  in  extremell  poverty  not  rich  ?  1 3a 

Since,  by  ths  means  of  the  prevailing  grape, 

Th****n  can  Lechmere's  warmth  not  only  ape. 

But,  half-feas-o'er,  by  its  infpiring  bounties. 

Can  qualify  himfelf  in  feveral  counties.- 

What  I  have  promis'd,  thou  mayfl  reft  affur d, .        r.^.^.; 

Shall  faithfully  and  gladly  be  procur'd. 

Nay,  I  'm  already  better  than  my  v/crd. 

New  plates  and  linives  adorn  the  jovial  board.: 

L,4.,  AJid^ 
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And,  left  thou  at  their  fight  fhouldft  make  wry  faces, 
'^Thc  girl  has  fcower'd  the  pots,  Jind  vvafh'd  the  glalles, 
Ta'en  care  fo  excellently  well  to  clean  'em. 
That  thou  mayft  fee  thine  own  dear  piflure  in  'em. 

Moreover,  due  provifion  has  been  made. 
That  converfation  may  not  be  betray'd ; 
I  have  no  company  but  what  is  proper  145 

Tc  fit  with  the  moil:  flagrant  Whig  at  fupper. 
There  '5  not  a  man  among  them  but  rauft  pleafe. 
Since  they  're  as  like  each  other  as  are  peas. 
Toland  and  Hare  have  jointly  fent  me  word. 
They  '11  come  :  and  Kennet  thinks  to  make  a  tliird,     150 
Provided  he  'as  no  other  invitation. 
From  men  of  greater  quality  and  ftation. 
Room  v>dil  for  Oldmixon  and  J — s  be  left ; 
Bat  their  difcourfes  fmell  too  much  of  theft: 
There  would  be  no  abiding  in  the  room,  155 

Should  two  fuch  ignorant  pretenders  come. 
However,  by  this  trufty  bearer  write. 
If  I  fhould  any  other  fcabs  invite; 
Though  if  r  may  my  fericus  judgement  give, 
I  'm  wholly  for  King  Charles's  number  five:  i6a 

That  v/as  the  Hint  in  which  that  monarch  iix'd. 
Who  would  not  be  \vith  noiilnefs  perplex'd : 
And  that,  if  thou  'It  agree  to  think  it  beft. 
Shall  be  our  tale  of  heads,  without  one  other  guefi. 

I  've  nothing  more,  now  this  is  faid,  to  fay,  165 

But  to  requeil  thou  'It  inftantly  away. 
And  leave  the  duties  of  thy  prefent  port. 
To  feme  weil-fKill'd  retainer  to  a  hoft; 

Doubtlefs 
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Doubtlefs  he  '11  carefully  thy  place  fupply. 

And  o'er  his  grace's  horfes  have  an  eye. 

While  thou,  who  'ft  flunk  through  poftern  more  than 

once, 
Doft  by  that  means  avoid  a  croud  of  duns. 
And,  crolTing  o'er  the  Thames  at  Temple-ftairs, 
Leav'ft  Philips  with  good  words  to  cheat  their  ears. 

To  LORD  HARLEY,  en  his  Marriage,  1713.. 

APvI  O  N  G  the  numbers  who  employ 
Their  tongues  and  pens  to  give  you  joy. 
Dear  Harley !  generous  youth,  admit 
What  friendihip  didates  more  than  wit. 

Forgive  me,  when  I  fondly  thought 
(By  frequent  obfervations  taught) 
A  fpirit  fo  inform'd  as  yours 
Could  never  profper  in  amours. 
The  God  of  Wit,  and  Light,  and  Arts, 
With  all  acquir'd  and  natural  parts, 
Whofe  harp  could  favage  beafts  enchant. 
Was  an  unfortunate  gallant. 
Had  Bacchus  after  Daphne  reel'd. 
The  Nymph  had  foon  been  brought  to  yield: 
Or,  had  embroider'd  Mars  purfued. 
The  Nymph  would  ne'er  have  been  a  prude. 
Ten  thoufand  footfteps,  full  in  viev/, 
Mark  out  the  way  where  Daphne  flew : 
For  fuch  is  all  the  fex's  flight. 
They  fly  from  learning,  wit,  and  light : 

They 
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Tliey  fly,  and  none  can  overtake 
Bat  fomc  gay  coxcomb,  or  a  rake. 

How  then,  dear  Harley,  could  I  guefs 
That  you  Ihould  meet,  in  love,  fuccefs  ? 
For,  if  thofe  antient  tales  be  true, 
Phcsbas  was  beautiful  as  you : 
Yet  Daphne  never  flack'd  her  pace. 
For  wit  and  learning  fpoil'd  his  face. 
And,  fmce  the  fame  refemblance  held- 
In  gifts  wherein  you  both  excell'd, 
I  fancy'd  every  nymph  would  run 
From  you,  as  from  Latona's  fon. 

Then  where,  faid  I,  (hall  Harley  find 
A  virgin  of  fuperior  mind, 
Vv^ith  wit  and  virtue  to  difcover. 
And  pay  the  merit  of  her  lover  ? 

This  charader  fhall  Ca'endifh  claim, , 
Born  to  retrieve  her  fex's  fame. 
The  chief  among  the  glittering  crowd. 
Of  tides,  birth,  and  fortune  proud, 
(As  fools  are  infolent  and  vain) 
Madly  afpir'd  to  wear  her  chain : 
But  Pallas,  guardian  of  the  Maid,. 
Defcen.ding  to  her  charge's  aid. 
Held  out  Medufa's  fnaky  locks, 
V/hich  flupify'd  them  all  to  ficcks. 
The  Nymph  with  indignation  view'd 
The  dull,  the  noify,  and  the  lewd ; 
For  Pallas,  with  celeilial  light,. 
Had  purify'd  her  mortal  fight; 


Shew'd 
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Shevv'd  her  the  virtues  all  combin'd, 
Frefh  blooming,  in  young  Harley's  mind. 

Terreilrial  nymphs,  by  former  arts, 
Dlfplay  their  various  nets  for  hearts : 
Their  looks  are  all  by  method  fet. 
When  to  be  prude,  and  when  coquette; 
Yet,  wanting  fkiil  and  power  to  chufe, . 
Their  only  pride  is  to  refufe. 
But,  when  a  p-oddefs  would  beftow 
Her  love  on  fome  bright  youth  below. 
Round  all  the  earth  fhe  calls  her  eyes ; 
And  then,  defcending  from  the  fldes. 
Makes  choice  of  him  fhe  fancies  befl. 
And  bids  the  ravifh'd  youth  be  blefs'd. 

Thus  the  bright  Emprefs  of  the  Mom 
Chofe,  for  her  fpoufe,  a  mortal  born. : 
The  Goddefs  made  advances  firft; 
Elfe  what  afpiring  hero  durft  ? 
Though,  like  a  virgin  of  fifteen. 
She  blufhes  v/hen  by  mortals  feen ; 
Still  blufhes,  and  with  fpeed  retires. 
When  Sol  purfues  her  v.ith  his  fires. 

Diana  thus.  Heaven's  chaftell  queen. 
Struck  v/ith  Endymion's  graceful  mien, 
Down  from  her  filver  chariot  came. 
And  to  the  Shepherd  own'd  her  flame. 

Thus  Ca'endilh,  as  Aurora  bright. 
And  chafler  than  the  Queen  of  Night, 
Defcended  from  her  fphere,  to  find 
A  mortal  of  fuperior  kind. 


IN 
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IN     SICKNESS. 

Written  in  Ireland,  Oclober,  17 14. 

9  'T~~^  I S  true — then  why  lliould  I  repine 

JL      To  fee  my  life  fo  fall  decline  i 
But  why  obfcurely  here  alone. 
Where  I  am  neither  lov'd  nor  known  ? 
My  ftate  of  health  none  care  to  learn ; 
Ivly  life  is  here  no  foul's  concern : 
And  thofe  with  whom  I  now  converfe. 
Without  a  tear  will  tend  my  hearfe. 
Remov'd  from  kind  Arbathnot's  aid. 
Who  knows  his  art,  but  not  his  trade. 
Preferring  his  regard  for  me 
Before  his  credit  or  his  fee. 
Some  formal  vifits,  looks,  and  words. 
What  mere  humanity  affords, 
I  meet  perhaps  from  three  or  four. 
From  whom  I  once  expedled  more ; 
Which  thofe  who  tend  the  fick  for  pay 
Can  a<rt  as  decently  as  they : 
But  no  obliging  tender  friend 
To  help  at  my  approaching  end. 
My  life  is  now  a  burden  grown 
To  others,  ere  it  be  my  own. 

Ye  formal  weepers  for  the  fick. 
In  your  lail:  offices  be  quick ; 
And  fpare  my  abfent  friends  the  grief 
To  hear,  yet  give  me  no  relief; 
Expir'd  to-day,  intomb'd  to-morrow. 
When  known,  will  fave  a  double-forrow. 


Tkb 
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The  fable  of    the   EITCHES. 

Written  in  the  Year  1715. 

On  an  Attempt  to  repeal  the  Test   Act. 

AB I T  C  H  that  was  full  pregnant  grown. 
By  al!  the  dogs  and  curs  in  town^ 
Finding  her  ripen'd  time  was  come. 
Her  litter  teeming  from  her  womb. 
Went  here  and  there,  and  every  where. 
To  find  an  eafy  place  to  lay-her. 

At  length  to  Mu/ick's  houfe*  fne  cam^. 
And  bejrg'd  like  one  both  blind  and  lame : 
*'  My  only  friend,  my  dear,"  faid  fhe, 
"  Ycu  fee  'tis  mere  neceffity 
**  Hath  fent  me  to  your  houfe  to  whelp; 
**  I  '11  die,  if  you  deny  your  help." 

With  fawning  whine,  and  rueful  tone. 
With  artful  figh  and  feigned  groan. 
With  couchant  cringe,  and  flattering  tale. 
Smooth  Bawty  t  did  fo  far  prevail, 
Tiiat  Mufick  gave  her  leave  to  litter : 
But  mark  what  foUow'd — faith !  fhe  bit  her. 

Whole  baikets  full  of  bits  and  fcraps. 
And  broth  enough  to  iill  her  papsi 


*  The  Church  of  England. 

•f  A  Scotch  name  for  a  bitch;  alluJing  to  the  kirk. 
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For,  well  ftie  knew,  her  numerous  brood. 
For  want  of  milk,  would  fuck  her  blood. 

Biit  when  fhe  thought  her  pains  were  done. 
And  now  'twas  high  time  to  be  gone ; 
In  civil  terms, — "  My  friend,"  fays  fhe, 
"  My  houfe  you  've  had  on  courtefy ; 
"  And  nov/ 1  earneftly  defire, 
"  That  you  would  with  your  cubs  retire: 
'  **  For,  fhould  you  ftay  but  one  v/eek  longer, 
■'*'  I  fhall  be  llarv'd  with  cold  and  hunger." 

The  gueft  reply'd — "  My  friend,  your  leave 
^'  I  mull  a  little  longer  crave ; 
^*  Stay  till  my  tender  cubs  can  fmd 
"  Their  way — for  now,  you  fee,  they  're  blind; 
**  But,  when  we  've  gather'd  ftrength,  I  fwear, 
"  We  '11  to  our  barn  again  repair." 

The  timepafs'd  on;  and  Mufick  came^ 
Her  kennel  once  again  to  claim ; 
Eut  Bawty,  loft  to  Ihame  and  honour. 
Set  all  her  cubs  at  once  upon  her; 
Made  her  retire,  and  quit  her  right. 
And  loudly  cry'd— "  A  bite !  a  bite!" 

THE        M    O    R    A    L. 

Thus  did  the  Grecian  wooden  liorfe 
Conceal  a  fatal  armed  force : 
No  fooner  brought  within  the  walls. 
But  Ilium  's  loft,  and  Priam  falls, 

HOJIACE, 


[     '5?     ] 

HORACE,  BOOK  III.  ODE  11. 
TO     THE    EAP.  L     OF     OXFORD, 

LATE     LORD     TP.  EASURER. 

Sent   to   him   when   in   the  Tower,    1716, 

O  W  bleft  is  he  who  for  his  country  dies. 
Since  Death  purfues  the  coward  as  he  flies ! 
The  youth  in  vain  would  fly  from  Fate's  attack. 
With  trembling  knees  and  terror  at  his  back ; 
Though  Fear  (hould  lend  him  pinions  like  the  wind. 
Yet  fwifter  Fate  will  feize  him  from  behind.    . 

Virtue  repuls'd,  yet  knows  not  to  repine. 
But  fliall  with  unattainted  honour  fliine; 
Nor  floops  to  take  they?^*,  nor  lays  it  down, 
Juft  as  the  rabble  pleafe  to  fmile  or  frown. 

Virtue,  to  crown  her  favourites,  loves  to  try 
Some  new  unbeaten  pafiage  to  the  fky ; 
Where  Jove  a  feat  among  the  gods  will  give 
To  thofe  who  die  for  meriting  to  live. 

Next,  faithful  Silence  hath  a  fure  reward; 
Within  our  bread  be  every  fecret  barr'd  1 
He  who  betrays  his  friend,  fliall  never  be 
Under  one  roof,  or  in  one  fliip,  with  me. 
For  who  with  traitors  would  his  fafety  truH, 
Left,  with  the  wicked,  heaven  involve  the  juft? 
And,  though  the  villain  'fcape  awhile,  he  feels 
Slow  vengeance,  like  a  blood-hound,  at  his  heels. 

•  The  erfign  of  the  Lord  Trcafurer's  office. 

PHYLLIS 
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PHYLLIS; 

O  R, 

THE   PROGRESS    OF    LOVE,    1716. 

DESPONDING  Phyllis  was  endued 
With  every  talent  of  a  prude  : 
She  trembled  when  a  man  drew  near; 
Salute  her,  and  fhe  turn'd  her  ear; 
If  o'er  againll  her  you  were  plac'd. 
She  durft  not  look  above  your  waiil: : 
She  'd  rather  take  you  to  her  bed. 
Than  let  you  fee  her  drefs  her  head : 
In  church  you  hear  her,  through  the  croud. 
Repeat  the  abfolution  loud  : 
In  church,  fecure  behind  her  fan. 
She  durfl  behold  that  monfter  man ; 
There  pradtis'd  how  to  place  her  head. 
And  bit  her  lips  to  make  them  red ; 
Or,  on  the  mat  devoutly  kneeling. 
Would  lift  her  eyes  up  to  the  cieling. 
And  heave  her  bofom  unaware. 
For  neighbouring  beaux  to  fee  it  bare. 

At  length  a  lucky  lover  came. 
And  found  admittance  to  the  dame. 
Suppofe  all  parties  now  agreed. 
The  writii:igs  drawn,  the  lawyer  iz^^d^y 
The  vicar  and  the  ring  befpoke : 
Guefs,  how  cottld  fuch  a  match  be  broke  ? 


\ 
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See  then  what  mortals  place  their  blils  in ! 
Next  morn  betimes  the  bride  was  miffing : 
The  mother  fcream'd,  the  father  chid ; 
Where  can  this  idle  wench  be  hid  ? 
No  news  of  Phyl !  the  bridegroom  came. 
And  thought  his  bride  had  fkulk'd  for  fhame ; 
Becaufe  her  father  us'd  to  fay. 
The  girl  hadfuch  a  bajhful  <voay  ! 

Now  John  the  butler  mufi:  be  Tent 
To  learn  the  road  tha':  Phyllis  went. 
The  groom  was  wifh'd  to  faddle  Crop; 
For  John  muft  neither  light  nor  ftop. 
But  find  her,  wherefoe'er  fhe  fled. 
And  bring  her  back,  alive  or  dead. 

See  here  again  the  devil  to  do  1 
For  truly  John  was  miffing  too : 
The  horle  and  pillion  both  were  gone ! 
Phyllis,  it  feems,  was  fled  with  John. 

Old  Madam,  who  went  up  to  find 
What  papers  Fhyl  had  left  behind, 
A  letter  on  the  toilet  izz^t 
To  my  much -honour'*  d father'— 'X}c\.t{<i-^ 
('Tis  always  done,  romances  tell  us. 
When  daughters  run  away  with  fellows) 
Fili'd  with  the  choicefl  common-places. 
By  others  us'd  in  the  like  cafes. 
**  That  long  ago  i  fortune-teller 
"  Exactly  I'aid  what  nov/  bsfel  her; 
*'   And  in  a  glap  had  made  her  fee 
'*   X  fcr^jing-maji  of  loav  degree. 

Vol.  XLIJ.  M  *'  It 
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It  was  her  fate  i  muft  be  forgiven; 
"  For  marriages  ixjere  made  in  hea^ven : 
"  His  pardon  begg'd :  but,  to  be  plain, 
"  She  'd  do  '/,  if^tivtre  to  do  again: 
*'  Thank'd  God,  'tv^-as  neither  Jhame  nor  Jtn\ 
*'  For  John  was  come  of  honejl  kin. 
"  Love  never  thinks  of  rich  and  poor : 
"   She  V  beg  ^with  "John  from  door  to  dcor, 
**  Forgive  her,  if  it  be  a  crime; 
*'  She  '11  never  do  't  another  time. 
•*  She  ne'er  before  in  all  her  life 
**^  Once  difobey'd  him,  maid  nor  ^ivife. 
"  One  argument  fhe  fumm'd  up  all  in, 
*'  The  thing  nvas  done,  and paji  recalling'. 

And  therefore  hop'd  fhe  fhould  recover 

His  favour,  when  his  paj/ion  ^s  o'ver. 

She  valued  not  what  others  thought  her, 
**  And  was— his  moj}  obedient  daughter.^* 

Fair  maidens,  all  attend  the  Mufe, 
Who  now  the  wandering  pair  purfues : 
Away  they  rode  in  homely  fort. 
Their  journey  long,  their  money  fhort; 
The  loving  couple  well  bemir'd ; 
The  horfe  and  both  the  riders  tir'd : 
Their  vicluals  bad,  their  lodging  worfe ; 
Phyl  cry'd,  and  John  began  to  curfe : 
Phvl  wifh'd  that  fne  had  ftrain'd  a  limb. 
When  firft  fne  ventur'd  out  with  him ; 
John  wifh'd  that  he  had  broke  a  leg, 
V/hen  firfl  for  her  Jie  quitted  Peg. 


ft 
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But  what  adventures  more  befel  them. 
The  Mufe  hath  now  no  time  to  tell  them, 
How  Johnny  wheedled,  threaten'd,  fawn'd. 
Till  Phyllis  all  her  trinkets  pawn'd : 
How  oft*  fhe  broke  her  marriage  vows 
In  kmdnefs  to  maintain  her  fpoufe. 
Till  fvvains  unwholefome  fpoii'd  the  trade; 
For  now  the  furgeons  muft  be  paid. 
To  whom  thofe  perquifites  are  gone;. 
In  Chrillian  juftice  due  to  John. 

When  food  and  raiment  now  grew  fcarce. 
Pate  put  a  period  to  the  farce. 
And  with  exa(5l  poetic  juftice ; 
For  John  was  landlord,  Phyllis  hoftefs ; 
They  kept,  at  Staines,  the  Old  Blue  Boar, 
Are  cat  and  dog,  and  rogue  and  u'hore^ 


AD       A    M   I    C    U   M       E    R    U    D    I    T    U    M 

THOMAM  SHERIDAN,  1717. 

DELICI/E  Sheridan  Mufarum,  dulcis  amice. 
Si  tibi  propitius  Permcili  ad  flumen  Apollo 
Occurrat,  feu  te  mimum  convivia  xident, 
iEquivocoique  fales  fpargis,  feu  ludere  verfu 
Malles^  die,  Sheridan,  quifnam  fuit  ille  deorum. 
Qua:  melior  natura  orto  tibi  tradidit  artem 
Rimandi  genium  puerorum,  atque  ima  cerebri 
Scrutiiadi:  Tibi  nafcenti  ad  cunabula  Pallas 

M  2  Allitit; 
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Aftitit;  8c  dixit,  mentis  prasfaga  futurit, 
Heu,  puer  infelix  1  noftro  fub  fidere  natus ; 
Nam  tupeftus  eris  fme  corpore,  corporis  umbra; 
Sed  levitate  umbram  fuperabis,  voce  cicadam : 
Mufca  femur,  palmas  tibi  mus  dedit,  ardea  crura. 
Corpore  fed  tenui  tibi  quod  natura  negavit. 
Hoc  animi  dotes  fupplebunt;  teque  docente, 
Nee  longum  tempus,  furget  tibi  dofta  juventus, 
Artibus  egregiis  animas  inftruda  novellas. 
^Grex  hinc  Psonius  venit,  e zee, /aha ifer  orbi. 
Aft,  illi  caufas  orant ;  his  infula  vifa  eft 
Divinam  capiti  nodo  conftringere  mitram, 

Natalis  te  hor<e  non  fallunt  figna,  fed  ufque 
Confcius,  expedias  puero  feu  lactus  Apollo 
Nafcenti  arrifit ;  five  ilium  frigidus  horror 
Saturni  premit,  aut  feptem  inilavere  triones. 

Quin  tu  alte  penitufque  latentia  femina  cernis, 
Qusque  diu  obtundendo  oiim  fub  luminis  auras 
Erumpent,  promis ;  quo  ritu  fspe  puella 
Sub  cinere  hefterno  fopitos  fufcitat  ignes. 

Te  dominum  agnofcit  qiiocunque  fub  acre  natus; 
Quos  indulgentis  nimium  cuftodia  matris 
PefTundat:  nam  faspe  vides  in  ftipite  matrem. 

Aureu."  at  ramus,  venerandae  dona  Sibyllae, 
iEneae  fedes  tantum  patefecit  Avernus ; 
Ssepe  puer  tua  quern  tetigt  femel  aurea  virga 
Ccelumque  terrafque  videt,  no6lemque  profundam. 


HORACE, 
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HORACE,    BOOK    IV,     ODE    IX. 
ADDRESSED  TO  ABP.  KING.     1718. 

\7IR.TUE  conceal' d  witliin  our  bread 
Is  inadtivity  at  bell : 
But  never  Ihall  the  Mufe  endure 
To  let  your  virtues  lie  obfcure. 
Or  fufFer  Envy  to  conceal 
Your  labours  for  the  public  v/eal. 
Within  your  breaft  all  wifdom  lies. 
Either  to  govern  or  advife; 
Your  ileady  foul  preferves  her  frame- 
In  good  and  evil  times  the  fame. 
Pale  Avarice  and  lurking  Fraud 
Stand  in  your  iacrcd  prefence  aw'd; 
Your  hand  alone  from  gold  abilains. 
Which  drags  the  (la villi  world  in  chains. 

Him  for  a  happy  man  I  own^ 
Whofe  fortune  is  net  overgrown; 
And  happy  he,  who  v/ifely  knov/s 
To  ufe  the  gifts  that  Heaven  beilovvs ; 
Or,  if  it  pleafe  the  Powers  Divine, 
Can  fufFer  want,  and  not  repine. 
The  man  who,  infamy  to  Ihun, 
Into  the  arms  of  death  would  run. 
That  man  is  ready  to  defend 
Vv'ith  hfe  Ms  country,  or  his  friend. 

M  3  To 


[  I"  ] 

To  Mr.  DELANY,  Nov.  lo,  1718. 

TO  ycu,  whofe  virtues,  I  muft  own 
Wkh  Ihame,  I  have  too  lately  known: 
To  you,  by  art  and  nature  taught 
To  be  the  man  I  long  have  fought. 
Had  not  ill  Fate,  perverfe  and  blind, 
Plac'd  you  in  life  too  far  behind ; 
Or,  what  I  (hould  repine  at  more, 
Plac'd  me  in  life  too  far  before  : 
To  you  the  Mufe  this  verfe  bellows. 
Which  might  as  well  have  been  in  profe  j 
No  thoug.t,  no  fancy,  no  fublime. 
But  fimple  topicks  told  in  rhyme. 

Talents  for  converfation  fit. 
Are  humour,  breeding,  fenfe,  and  wit: 
The  laft,  as  boundlefs  as  the  wind. 
Is  well  conceiv'd,  though  not  deiin'd : 
For,  fare,  by  wit  is  chiefly  meant 
Applying  well  what  we  invent. 
What  humour  is,  not  all  the  tribe 
Of  logick-mongers  can  defcribei 
Here  nature  only  acls  her  part, 
Unhelp'd  by  pradice,  books,  or  art: 
For  wit  and  humour  diiter  quite ; 
That  gives  furprize,  and  this  delight. 
Humour  is  odd,  grotefque,  and  wild^ 
Only  by  affedation  fpoil'd : 


Tis 
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Tis  never  by  invention  got. 

Men  have  it  when  they  know  it  not. 

Our  converfation  to  refine. 
Humour  and  wit  muil  both  combine : 
From  both  we  learn  to  railly  well. 
Wherein  fometimes  the  French  excel, 
Voiture,  in  various  lights,  difplays 
That  irony  which  turns  to  praife : 
His  genius  firil  found  out  the  rule 
For  an  obliging  ridicule : 
He  flatters  with  peculiar  air 
The  brave,  the  witty,  and  the  fair : 
And  fools  would  flmcy  he  intends 
A  fatire;,  where  he  mofh  commends. 

But,  as  a  poor  pretending  beau, 
Becaufe  he  fain  would  make  a  fiiow. 
Nor  can  arrive  at  filver  lace. 
Takes  up  with  copper  in  the  place : 
So  the  pert  dunces  of  mankind. 
Whene'er  they  would  be  thought  refki'd. 
As  if  the  difference  lay  abilrufe 
'Tvvixt  raillery  and  grofs  abufe ; 
To  fhev/  tlieir  parts,  will  fcold  and  rail. 
Like  porters  o'er  a  pot  of  ale. 
Such  is  that  clan  of  boifterous  bears. 
Always  together  by  the  ears; 
Siircwd  fcliov\-s  and  arch  wags,  a  tribe 
That  m.ect  for  nothing  but  a  gibe ; 
Who  iiril  run  one  another  down, 
Aiid  then  fall  foul  on  all  the  town;. 

M  4  Sklird 
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Skill'd  in  the  horfe-lau?h  and  drv  rub,. 
And  caird  by  excellence  The  Club, 
I  mean  your  Butler,  I>ii\vfon,  Car, 
All  fpecial  friends,  and  always  jar. 

The  mettled  and  the  vicious  fleed 
Difler  as  little  in  their  breed ; 
Nay,  Vciture  is  as  like  Tom  Leigh 
As  rudenefs  is  to  repartee. 

If  what  you  faid  I  willi  unfpoke,' 
'Twill  not  fuffice  it  was  a  jcke  : 
Pveproach  not,  though  in  jeft,  a  friend 
For  thofe  defeils  he  cannot  mend ; 
His  lineage,  calling,  fnape,  or  fenfe. 
If  nam'd  with  fcorn,^  gives  jull  offence. 

What  ufe  in  life  to  make  men  fret,. 
Part  in  wcrfe  humour  than  they  met  ? 
Thus  all  fociecy  is  loft. 
Men  laugh  at  one  another*3  cofl ; 
And  half  the  company  is  leaz'd. 
That  came  together  to  be  pieas'd : 
For  all  buffoons  have  moll  in  view 
To  pleafe  thsmfelves  by  vexing  you . 

You  v%'cnder  now  to  fee  me  wnte 
So  gravely  on  a  fubjeft  light  t 
Some  part  of  what  I  here  delign. 
Regards  a  friend*  of  yours  and  mine ; 
V/ho,  neither  void  of  fenfe  nor  wit. 
Yet  feldom  judges  what  is  fit, 

*  Dr   Sheridan* 


But 
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But  falUes  oft'  beyond  his  bounds. 
And  takes  unmeafurable  rounds. 

When  jells  are  carried  on  too  far. 
And  the  loud  laugh  begins  the  war. 
You  keep  your  countenance  for  Ihame,. 
Yet  ftill  you  tliink  your  friend  to  blame : 
For,  though  men  cry  they  love  a  jeil, 
*Tis  but  when  others  Hand  the  tell ; 
And  (would  you  have  their  meaning  known) 
They  love  a  jell  that  is  their  own. 

You  muil,  although  the  point  be  nice. 
Bellow  your  friend  fome  good  advice : 
One  hint  from  you  will  fet  him  right,. 
And  teach  him  how  to  be  polite. 
Bid  him,  like  you,  obferve  with  care. 
Whom  to  be  hard  on,  vv'hom  to  fpare ; 
Nor  indiftiniflly  to  fuppofe 
All  fubjefts  like  Dan  Jackfon's  nofe*. 
To  ftudy  the  obliging  jeil. 
By  reading  tliofe  who  teach  it  bell; 
For  profe  I  recommend  Voiture's, 
For  verfe  (I  fpeak  my  judgement)  yourr. 
.  Ke  *11  find  the  fecret  out  from  thence. 
To  rhyme  all  day  v/ithout  ofFsnce  j 
And  1  no  mare  (hall  then  accuie 
The  flirts  of  his  ill-manner'd  Tvlufe. 

If  he  be  guilty,  you  muft  mend  him; 
If  he  be  innocent,  defend  him. 

*  Which  was  aftcrwardj  the  fubjedl  of  feveral  poems  by  Dr« 
Swift  and  others. 

A    L  E  F  T-. 
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A    LEFT-HANDED     LETTER 
TO  DR.  SHEPaDAN*.     1718. 

S  I  R, 

,  EL  ANY  reports  it,  and  be  has  a  fhrewd  tongue. 


D 


That  we  both  ad  the  part  of  the  clown  and 
cow- dang ; 
V/e  lye  cramniino:  ourfelves,  and  are  ready  to  burft. 
Yet  flill  are  no  wifer  than  we  were  at  firlL 
Pudet  h^c  opprohrla,  I  freely  muil  tell  ye,. 
Et  did  pctuijTe,  et  non  potuijji  refelli. 
Though  Delany  advis'd  you  to  plague  me  no  longer. 
You  reply  and  rejoin  like  Hoadly  of  Bangor. 
I  muft  now,  at  one  iitting,  pay  oft  my  old  fcore  \ 
How  many  to  anf,ver :  One,  two,  three,  four. 
But,  becaule  the  three  former  are  long  ago  pafl:,. 
I  fiiall,  for  method  fake,  begin  with  the  iaft. 
You  treat  me  like  a  boy  tiiat  knocks  down  his  foe. 
Who,  ere  t'other  gets  up,  demands  the  rifmg  blow. 
Yet  I  know  a  young  rogue,  that,  thrown  flat  on  the  fieldr 
Would,  as  he  lay  under,  cry  out.  Sirrah  1  yield. 
So  the  French,  when  our  Generals  fcundly  did  pay  'em. 
Went  triumphant  to  church,  and  fang  ftoutly  Te  Demn, 
So  the  famous  Tom  Leigh,  when  quite  run  aground. 
Comes  off  by  out-laughing  the  company  round. 
In  every  vile  pamphlet  you  '11  read  the  fame  fancies. 
Having  thus  overthrown  all  our  further  advances. 

*  The  humour  of  this  poem  is  partly  bft,  by  the  impoffibility 
cf  printing  it  left-handed  ys  it  was  written. 

My 
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My  offers  of  peace  you  ill  undcrftood : 
Friend  Sheridan,  when  will  you  know  your  own  good  ?- 
'Twas  to  teach  you  in  modefter  language  your  duty; 
For,  were  you  a  dog,  I  could  not  be  rude  t'ye; 
As  a  good  quiet  foul,  who  no  mifchief  intends 
To  a  quarrelfome  fellow,  cries.  Let  us  be  friends. 
But  we  like  Antasus  and  Hercules  fight ; 
The  oftener  you  fail,  the  oftener  you  write : 
And  I  '11  ufe  you  as  he  did  that  overgrown  clown, 
I  '11  iiril  take  you  up,  and  then  take  you  down  : 
And,  'tis  your  own  cafe,  for  you  never  can  wound 
The  v/orft  dunce  in  your  fchool,  till  he  's  heav'd  from 
the  ground. 

I  beg  your  pardon  for  ufmg  my  left-hand,  but  I  was 
ia  great  haile,  and  the  other  hand  was  employed  at  the 
fame  time  in  writing  fome  letters  of  bufmefs. — I  will 
fend  you  the  reft  when  I  have  leifure  :  but  pray  come 
to  dinner  with  the  company  you  met  here  laft. 

A    MOTTO    for    Mr.    JASON   HASARD, 

Woollen -Draper    in   Dublin; 

Whofe  Sign  was  the  Golden-Fleece. 

JASON,  the  valiant  prince  of  Greece, 
From  Colchos  brought  the  Golden  Fleece ; 
We  comb  the  wool,  reiine  the  ftufF, 
For  modern  Jafon,  that  's  enough. 
Oh !  could  we  tame  yon  ivatchful*  Dragon, 
Old  Jafon  would  have  lefs  to  brag  on. 


*  England. 
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TO    DR.     SHERIDAN.     1718. 

WHATE'ER  your  predecefTors  taught  us^ 
I  have  a  great  cfteem  for  Plautus; 
And  tliink  your  boys  may  gather  there-hence 
More  wit  and  humour  than  from  Terence. 
But  as  to  comic  Ariftophanes, 
The  rogue  too  vicious  and  too  prophane  is. 
I  went  in  vain  to  look  for  Eupolis 
Down  in  the  Strand^,  juft  where  the  New  Pole  is; 
For  I  can  tell  you  one  thing,  that  I  can 
(You  will  not  find  it  in  the  Vatican). 
He  and  Cratinus  us'd,  as  Horace  fays. 
To  take  his  greateir  grandees  for  affes. 
Poets,  in  thofe  days,  us'd  to  venture  high; 
But  thefe  are  loll  full  many  a  century. 
Thus  you  may  fee,  dear  friend,  ex  pede  hence. 
My  judgement  of  the  old  Comedians.  fl 

Proceed  to  Tragicks :  nrli,  Euripides  ■ 

(x\n  author  where  1  fometimes  dip  a-days) 
Is  rightly  cenfur'd  by  the  Stagirite, 
Who  fays  his  numbers  do  net  fadge  aright^ 
A  friend  of  mine  that  author  defpifes  *% 

So  much,  he  fwears  the  very  bell  piece  is,  > 

For  aught  he  knows,  as  bad  as  Thefpis's;  3 

And  that  a  woman,  in  thefe  tragedies. 
Commonly  fpeaking,  but  a  fad  jade  is. 

*  The  fatl  may  be  true  j  but  the  rhyme  coft  rac  ibme  trouUlct 

At 
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At  leafl:,  I  'm  well  afTar'd,  that  no  folk  lays 
The  weight  on  Iiim  they  do  on  Sophocles. 
But,  above  all,  I  prefer  ^fchylus, 
Whofe  moving  touches,  when  they  plcafe,  kill  us. 

And  now  I  find  my  Mufe  but  ill  able. 
To  hold  out  longer  in  TrifTy liable. 
I  chofe  thofe  rhymes  out  for  their  difnculty ; 
■Will  you  return  as  hard  ones  if  I  call  t'ye? 

STELLA'S     BIRTH-DAY, 
March  15,  1718-19. 

STELLA  this  day  is  thirty-four, 
(We  fha'  n't  difpute  a  year  or  more) ; 
However,  Stella,  be  not  troubled. 
Although  thy  fize  and  years  are  doubled. 
Since  firft  I  faw  thee  at  lixteen. 
The  brighteft  virgin  on  the  green : 
So  little  is  thv  form  declin'd ; 
Made  up  fo  largely  in  thy  mind. 

Oh,  would  it  pleafe  the  gods  X.Q  fplit 
Thy  beauty,  fize,  and  years,  and  wit ! 
No  age  could  furnifh  out  a  pair 
Of  nymphs  fo  graceful,  wife,  and  fair; 
With  half  the  luftre  of  your  eyes. 
With  half  your  wit,  your  years,  and  ilze. 
And  then,  before  it  grew  too  late. 
How  ihould  I  beg  oi  gentle  Fate 
{That  either  nymph  might  have  her  fwain) 
To  fplit  my  worlhip  too  in  twain ! 

DR. 


«74-  SWIFT'S    POEMS, 

DR.  SHERIDAN  TO  DR.  SWIFT.     1719. 

DEAR  Dean,  fince  in  cruxes  a.nd  pu/is  you  and  I  deal. 
Pray  why  is  a  woman  a  ficve  and  a  riddle  ? 
*Tis  a  thought  that  came  into  my  noddle  this  morning. 
In  bed  as  I  lay.  Sir,  a-toiTing  and  turning. 
You  '11  nnd,  if  you  read  but  a  few  of  your  hiftories. 
All  women  as  Eve,  all  women  are  myfceries. 
To  find  out  tills  riddle  1  know  you  '11  be  eager. 
And  make  every  one  of  the  fex  a  Belphegor. 
But  that  will  not  do,  for  I  mean  to  commend  them : 
I  fwear  without  jeOi,  I  an  honour  intend  them. 
In  a  fieve,  Sir,  their  antient  extraction  I  quite  tell. 
In  a  riddle  I  give  you  their  power  and  their  title. 
This  I  told  you  before :  do  you  -know  what  I  mean.  Sir  ? 
*'  Not  I,  by  my  troth.  Sir." — Then  read  it  again.  Sir. 
The  reafon  I  fend  you  thefe  lines  of  rhymes  double. 
Is  purely  through  pity,  to  fave  you  the  trouble 
Of  thinking  two  hours  for  a  rhyme  as  you  did  laft ; 
When  your  Pegafus  canter'd  it  triple,  and  rid  fall. 
As  for  my  little  nag,  which  I  keep  at  ParnafTus, 
With  Phoebus's  leave,  to  run  with  his  afTes, 
He  goes  flow  and  fure,  and  he  never  is  jaded. 
While  your  fiery  freed  is  whipp'd,  {jpurr'd,  bafiinaded. 

THE    DEAN'S     ANSWER. 

IN  reading  your  letter  alone  in  my  hackney. 
Your  damnable  riddle  my  poor  brains  did  rack  nigh. 
And  when  with  much  labour  the  matter  I  crackt, 
I  found  you  miilaken  in  matter  of  fad. 

A   \VQ~ 
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A  woman  's  no  fieve  (for  with  that  you  begin), 
Becaufe  (he  lets  out  more  than  e'er  fhe  takes  in. 
And  that  flic  's  a  riddie,  can  never  be  right. 
For  a  riddle  is  dark,  but  a  woman  is  light. 
But,  grant  her  a  fieve,  I  can  fay  fomsthing  archer: 
Pray  what  is  a  man?  he  *s  a  line  Myitn/e archer. 

Now  tell  me  a  thing  that  wants  interpretation. 
What  name  for  a  *  maid,  was  the  iirft  man's  damnation  ? 
If  your  worlhip  will  pleafe  to  explain  me  this  rebus, 
I  fwear  from  henceforward  you  fhall  be  my  Phoebus. 

From  my  hackney-coach,  Sept.  11, 
1715,  pait  la  at  noou. 


STELLA'S    BIRTH -DAY,     1720. 

AL  L  travellers  at  firft  incline 
Where-e'er  they  fee  the  fairell  fign; 
And,  if  they  find  the  chambers  neat. 
And  like  the  liquor  and  the  meat. 
Will  call  again,  and  recommend 
The  Angel-inn  to  every  friend. 
What  though  the  painting  grows  decay'd. 
The  houfe  will  never  lofe  its  ti-ade : 
Nay,  though  the  treacherous  tapfter  Thomas 
Hangs  a  new  Angel  two  doors  from  us. 
As  fine  as  daubers'  hands  can  make  it. 
In  hopes  that  frrangers  may  miftake  it. 


♦  Vir  Girt,  Man- trap. 
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We  think  it  both  a  fhame  and  fin 
To  quit  the  true  old  Angel-inn. 

Now  this  is  Stella's  cafe  in  fad. 
An  angel's  face  a  little  crack'd 
(Could  poets  or  could  painters  fix 
How  angels  look  at  thirty-fix)  : 
This  drew  us  in  at  firil  to  find 
In  fuch  a  form  an  angeVs  mind; 
And  every  virtue  now  fupplies 
The  fainting  rays  of  Stella's  eyes. 
See  at  her  levee  crouding  fvvains, 
V/hom  Stella  freely  entertains 
AVith  breeding,  humour,  wit,  and  fenfe ; 
And  puts  them  but  to  fmall  expencc; 
Their  mind  fo  plentifully  fills. 
And  makes  fuch  reafonable  bills. 
So  little  gets  for  what  fhe  gives. 
We  really  wonder  how  fhe  lives ! 
And,  had  her  flock  been  lefs,  no  doubt 
She  muil  have  long  ago  run  out. 

Then  who  can  think  we  '11  quit  the  place. 
When  Doll  hangs  out  a  newer  face  ? 
Or  flop  and  light  at  Cloe's  head. 
With  fcraps  and  leavings  to  be  fed  ? 

Then,  Cloe,  flill  go  on  to  prate 
Of  thirty-fix  and  thirty-eight; 
Purfue  your  trade  of  fcandal-picking. 
Your  hints  that  Stella  is  no  chicken; 
Your  innuendos,  when  you  tell  us. 
That  Stella  loves  to  talk  with  fellows : 
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And  let  me  warn  you  to  believe 

A  truth,  for  which  your  foul  lliould  grieve ; 

That,  fhould  you  live  to  fee  the  day 

When  Stella's  locks  muft  all  be  grey. 

When  age  muft  print  a  furrow'd  trace 

On  every  feature  of  her  face ; 

Though  you,  and  all  your  fenfelefs  tribe. 

Could  art,  or  time,  or  nature  bribe. 

To  make  you  look  like  Beauty's  Queen, 

And  hold  for  ever  at  fifteen ; 

No  bloom  of  youth  can  ever  blind 

The  cracks  and  wrinkles  of  your  mind : 

All  men  of  fenfe  will  pafs  your  door. 

And  croud  to  Stella's  at  fourfcore. 

TO         STELLA, 
Who  coUcdled  and  tranfcribed  his  Poems.    172c. 

AS,  when  a  lofty  pile  is  rais'd. 
We  never  hear  the  workmen  prais'd. 
Who  bring  the  lime,  or  p^ace  the  flonesj 
But  all  admire  Inigo  Jones : 
So,  if  this  pile  of  fcatter'd  rhymes 
Should  be  approv'd  iii  after-times ; 
If  it  both  pleaies  and  endures. 
The  merit  and  the  praife  are  yours. 

Thou,  Stella,  wert  no  longer  young. 
When  firft  for  thee  my  harp  was  Itrung, 
Without  one  word  of  Cupid's  darts. 
Of  killing  eyes,  or  bleeding  hearts : 

Vol.  XLIl.  N  With 
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With  Friendflilp  and  Eileem  pofleft, 
I  ne'er  admitted  Love  a  gueft. 

In  all  the  habitudes  of  life. 
The  friend,  the  miftrefs,  and  the  wife. 
Variety  we  flill  purfue. 
In  pleafure  feek  forfomething  new; 
Or  elfe,  comparing  with  the  reft. 
Take  comforCj  that  cur  own  is  bell:; 
The  befl  we  vaUie  by  the  worll, 
(As  tradefmen  (lievv  their  trafh  at  firll) : 
But  liis  purfuiis  were  at  an  end. 
Whom  Stella  choofes  for  2i  friend, 

A  Poet  ftarving  in  a  garret. 
Conning  all  topicks  like  a  parrot. 
Invokes  his  Millrefs  and  his  Mufe, 
And  ftays  at  home  for  want  of  fhoes : 
Should  but  his  Mufe  defcending  drop 
A  dice  of  bread  and  mutton-chop  ; 
Or  kindly,  when  his  credit 's  out. 
Surprise  him  with  a  pint  of  ilout ; 
Or  patch  his  broken  ftocking-foals. 
Or  fend  him  in  a  peck  of  coals ; 
Exalted  in  his  mighty  mind, 
Ke  flies,  and  leaves  the  ftars  behind; 
Counts  all  his  labours  amply  paid. 
Adores  her  for  the  timely  aid. 

Or,  fhould  a  porter  make  enquiries 
For  Chloe,  Sylvia,  Phyllis,  Iris ; 
Be  told  the  lodging,  lane,  and  fign. 
The  bower?  that  hold  thofe  nymphs  di\ine; 

Fair 
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Fair  Chloe  would  perhaps  be  found 

With  footmen  tippling  under  ground ; 

The  charming  SyMa  beating  flax. 

Her  fhoulders  mark'd  with  bloody  tracks ; 

Bright  Phyllis  mending  ragged  fmocks; 

And  radiant  Iris  in  the  pox. 

Thefe  are  the  goddefies  enroli'd 

In  Curll's  collection,  new  and  old, 

Whofe  fcoundrel  fathers  would  not  know  'em. 

If  they  Ihould  meet  them  in  a  poem. 

True  poets  can  deprefs  and  raife. 
Are  lords  of  infamy  and  praife  ; 
They  are  not  fcurrilous  in  fatire. 
Nor  will  in  panegyrick  flatter. 
UnjuiLly  poets  we  afperfe ; 
Truth  Ihines  the  bric-hter  clad  in  verfe: 
And  all  the  fidions  they  purfue. 
Do  but  inimuate  what  is  true. 

Now,  fnould  my  praifes  owe  their  truth 
To  beauty,  drefs,  or  paint,  or  youth, 
VvTiat  Stoics  call  ^ivithout  our  poiver. 
They  covild  not  be  infurM  an  hour : 
*Twere  grafting  on  an  annual  ftock. 
That  muit  our  expeftation  mock. 
And,  making  one  luxuriant  fnoot. 
Die  the  next  year  for  want  of  rojt: 
Eefore  I  could  my  verfcs  bring. 
Perhaps  you  're  quite  another  thing. 

So  Mxvius,  when  he  drain'd  his  fkull 
To  celebrate  fome  fuburb  trull, 

N  z  HI.-5 
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His  fimilies  in  order  fet. 

And  every  crambo  he  could  get. 

Had  gone  through  all  the  common-places 

Worn  out  by  wits,  who  rhyme  on  faces : 

Before  he  could  his  poem  clofe. 

The  lovely  nymph  had  loft  her  nofe. 

Your  virtues  fafely  I  commend  j 
They  on  no  accidents  depend  : 
Let  malice  look  v/ith  all  her  eyes. 
She  dares  not  fay  the  poet  lyes. 

Stella,  when  you  thefe  lines  tranfcribe. 
Left  you  fhould  take  them  for  a  bribe, 
Refolv'd  to  mortify  your  pride, 
I  '11  here  expofe  your  weaker  fide. 

Your  fpirits  kindle  to  a  flame, 
Mov'd  with  the  lighteft  touch  of  blame; 
And,  when  a  friend  in  kindnefs  tries 
To  fhew  you  v/here  your  error  lies. 
Conviction  does  but  more  incenfe ; 
Perverfenefs  is  your  whole  defence ; 
Truth,  judgement,  wit,  give  place  to  fpight, 
Regardlefs  both  of  wrong  and  right ; 
Your  virtues  all  fufpended  wait 
Till  time  hath  open'd  reafon's  gate ; 
And,  what  is  worfe,  your  paffion  bends 
Its  force  againft  your  neareft  friends. 
Which  manners,  decency,  and  pride. 
Have  taught  you  from  the  world  to  hide : 
In  vain ;  for,  fee,  your  friend  hath  brought 
To  public  light  your  only  fault ; 
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And  yet  a  fault  we  often  find 

Mix'd  in  a  noble  generous  mind ; 

And  may  compare  to  Etna's  iire. 

Which,  though  with  trembling,  all  admire  ; 

The  heat,  that  makes  the  fummit  glow. 

Enriching  all  the  vales  below. 

Thofe  who  in  warmer  climes  complaia 

From  Phcebus'  rays  they  fuffer  pain, 

Muft  own  that  pain  is  largely  paid 

By  generous  uines  beneath  a  fhade. 

Yet,  when  I  find  your  pafilons  rife. 
And  anger  fpariding  in  your  eyes, 
1  grieve  thofe  fpirits  fhould  be  fpent. 
For  nobler  ends  by  nature  meant. 
One  palficn  with  a  different  turn 
Makes  wit  inflame,  or  anger  burn : 
So  the  fun's  heat  with  different  powers 
Ripens  the  grape,  the  liquors  fours : 
Thus  Ajax,  when  with  rage  pofieft 
By  Pallas  breath'd  into  his  breaff. 
His  valour  would  no  more  employ, 
VAiich  might  alone  have  conquer'd  Troy; 
But,  blinded  by  refentment,  feeks 
For  vengeance  on  his  friends  the  Greeks, 

You  think  this  turbulence  of  blood 
From  ftagnating  preferves  the  flood. 
Which  thus  fermenting  by  degrees 
Exalts  the  fpirits,  fmks  the  lees. 

Stella,  for  once  you  reafon  wrong; 
For,  fnould  tliis  ferment  laft  too  long, 
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By  time  fubfiding,  you  may  find 
J^othlng  but  acid  left  bejiind ; 
From  pafTion  you  may  then  be  freed. 
When  peevifhnefs  and  fplcen  fucceed. 

Say,  Stella,  when  you  copy  next. 
Will  you  keep  ftri^tly  to  the  text  ? 
jDare  you  let  thefe  reproaches  ftand. 
And  to  your  failing  fet  your  hand  ? 
Or,  if  thefe  lines  your  anger  fire. 
Shall  they  in  bafer  flames  expire  ? 
'V'^'hene'er  they  burn,  if  burn  they  mull. 
They  '11  prove  my  accufation  juft. 

TO         STELLA, 
Vifiting   me    in   my    Sicloiefs,     1720 

PALLAS,  cbferving  Stella's  wit 
~\Vz.s  mere  than  for  her  fex  was  fitj^ 
And  that  her  beaut}',  foon  or  late. 
Might  breed  confufion  in  the  (late. 
In  high  concern  for  human-kind, 
Fix'd  hcncur  in  her  infant  mind. 

But  (not  in  wr.mp-lin^s  to  engao-e 
W'lth  fuch  a  liupid  vicious  age) 
If  honour  I  would  here  define. 
It  anfwers  faith  in  things  divine. 
As  natural  life  the  body  v/arms. 
And,  fcholars  teach,  the  foul  informs ; 
So  honour  animates  the  whole. 
And  is  the  fpirit^f  the  foul. 

*  See  the  veri'es  on  her  Birth-day,  1723-4. 
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Thofe  numerous  virtues  which  the  tribe 
Of  tedious  moralifts  defcribe. 
And  by  fuch  various  titles  call. 
True  honour  comprehends  them  all. 
Let  melancholy  rule  fupreme, 
Choler  prefide,  or  blood,  or  phlegm, , 
It  makes  no  difference  in  the  cafe. 
Nor  is  complexion  honour's  place. 

But,  left  we  fhould  for  honour  take 
The  drunken  quarrels  of  a  rake ; 
Or  think  it  feated  in  a  fear. 
Or  on  a  proud  triumphal  car. 
Or  in  the  paym.ent  of  a  debt 
We  lofe  with  (harpers  at  picquet ; 
Or  when  a  whore  in  her  vocation 
Keeps  pundtual  to  an  aiTignation ; 
Or  that  on  which  his  lordlliip  fwears, 
Vv''hen  vulgar  knaves  would  lofe  their  ears; 
Let  Stella's  fair  example  preach 
A  leffon  fhe  alone  can  teach. 

In  points  of  honour  to  be  try'd. 
All  palfions  mull  be  laid  afide : 
Aik  no  advice,  but  think  alone  ; 
Suppofe  the  queflion  not  your  own. 
How  fliall  I  nd}  is  not  the  cafe; 
But  how  would  Brutus  iju  my  place  ? 
In  fiich  a  cafe  v/ould  Cato  bleed  ? 
And  how  v/ould  Socrates  proceed  ? 

Drive  all  objedlicns  from  your  mind, 
Elfe  you  relapfe  to  human-kind ; 
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Ambition,  avarice,  and  luft. 

And  fadlious  rage,  and  breach  of  truft. 

And  flattery  tipt  with  naufeous  fleer 

And  guilty  fliame,  and  fervile  fear,. 

Envy,  and  cruelty,  and  pride. 

Will  in  your  tainted  heart  prefide. 

Heroes  and  heroines  of  old 
By  honour  only  were  ini'oll'd 
Among  their  brethren  in  the  flcies. 
To  which  (though  late)  fliall  Stella  rife* 
Ten  thcufand  oath^  upon  record 
Are  not  fo  facred  as  her  word  : 
The  world  fliall  in  its  atoms  end. 
Ere  Stella  can  deceive  a  friend. 
By  honour  feated  in  her  bread 
She  Hill  determines  what  is  be  ft:. 
What  indignation  in  her  mind 
Againft  inflavers  of  mankind ! 
Bafe  Idngs,  and  minillers  of  fl:ate. 
Eternal  objecb  of  her  hate  1 

She  thinks  that  nature  ne'er  defign'd 
Courage  to  man  alone  conhn'd. 
Can  cowardice  her  fcx  adorn. 
Which  moft  expofes  ours  to  fcom  ? 
She  wonders  where  the  charm  appears 
In  Florimel's  afrefled  fears ; 
For  Stella  never  leam'd  the  art 
At  proper  times  to  fcream  and  flart ;, 
Nor  calls  up  all  the  houfe  at  night. 
And  fwears  flie  faw  a  thing  in  v/liite. 
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Doll  never  flies  to  cut  her  lace. 
Or  throw  cold  water  in  her  face, 
Becaufe  fhe  heard  a  fudden  drum. 
Or  found  an  earwig  in  a  plum. 

Her  hearers  are  amaz'd  from  whence 
Proceeds  that  fund  of  wit  and  fenfe ; 
Which,  though  her  modefty  would  fliroud. 
Breaks  like  the  fun  behind  a  cloud; 
While  gracefulnefs  its  art  conceals. 
And  yet  through  every  motion  fteals. 

Say,  Stella,  was  Prometheus  blind. 
And,  forming  you,  miftook  your  kind  ? 
No;  'twas  for  you  alone  he  Hole 
The  fire  that  forms  a  manly  foul; 
Then,  to  complete  it  every  way. 
He  moulded  it  with  female  clay : 
To  that  you  owe  the  nobler  flame. 
To  this  the  beauty  of  your  frame. 

How  would  ingratitude  delight. 
And  how  would  cenfure  glut  her  fpight. 
If  I  fhould  Stella's  kindnefs  hide 
In  filence,  or  forget  v/ith  pride ! 
When  on  my  fickly  couch  I  lay. 
Impatient  both  of  night  and  day. 
Lamenting  in  unmanly  ftrains, 
Call'd  every  power  to  eafe  my  pains ; 
Then  Stella  ran  to  my  relief 
With  cheerful  face  and  inward  grief; 
And,  though  by  Heaven's  fevere  decree 
She  fuifers  hourly  more  than  me. 
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No  cruel  mafter  could  require. 
From  Haves  employ'd  for  daily  hire. 
What  Stella,  by  her  friendiliip  warm'd. 
With  vigour  and  delight  perform'd : 
My  finking  fpirits  now  fupp-:es 
With  cordials  in  her  hands  and  eyes ; 
Now  withafoft  and  fiicnt  tread 
Unheard  fiie  moves  about  my  bed. 
I  fee  her  tafte  each  naufeous  draught ; 
And  fo  obligingly  am  caught, 
I  blefs  the  hand  from  whence  they  came. 
Nor  dare  diftort  my  face  for  fhame. 

Bell  pattern  of  true  friends !  beware  : 
You  pay  too  dearly  for  your  care. 
If,  while  your  tendcrnefs  fecures 
My  life,  it  mull  endanger  yours;- 
For  fuch  a  fool  was  never  found, 
V/ho  puU'd  a  palace  to  the  ground. 
Only  to  have  the  ruins  made 
Materials  for  an  houfe  decav'd* 


AN  ELEGY 

On  the   Death  of  DEMAR,   the  Usurer; 
Who   died   the   6th   of  July,    1720. 

"¥7  ^OW  all  /nen  hy  thefe  prefents.  Death  the  tamer 
XjL  By  mortgage  hath  fecur'd  the  corpfe  of  Demar: 
Nor  ca.n /bur  hundred  thovf and  Jier ling  pound 
Redeem  him  from  his  prifon  under  ground. 

Uis 
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Kis  heirs  might  well,  of  all  his  wealth  pofTefsM, 

Eeftow  to  bury  him  one  iron  cheft. 

Plutus  the  god  of  wealth  will  jay  to  know 

His  faithful  fteward  in  the  ihades  below. 

He  walk'd  the  ftreets,  and  wore  a  threadbare  cloak;. 

He  din'd  and  fupp'd  at  charge  of  other  folk: 

And  by  his  looks,  had  he  held  out  his  palms. 

He  m.ight  be  thought  an  objeft  fit  for  alms. 

So,  to  the  poor  if  he  refus'd  his  pelf. 

He  us'd  them  full  as  kindly  as  himfelf. 

Where'er  he  went,  he  never  faw  his  betters ; 
Lords,  knights,  Z-ridi /quires,  were  all  his  humble  debtors; 
And  under  hand  znd/ea/  the  Irifh  nation 
Were  forc'd  to  own  to  him  their  obligation. 

He  that  could  once  have  half  a  kingdom  bought. 
In  half  a  minute  is  not  worth  a  groat. 
His  co/l'ers  from  the  cc_^n  could  not  fave. 
Nor  ail  his  intereji  keep  him  from  the  grave. 
A  golden  monument  would  not  be  right, 
Becaufe  we  wiih  the  earth  UDcn  him  li^ht. 

Oh  London  tavern  *  !  thou  haft  loft  a  friend. 
Though  in  thy  walls  he  ne'er  did  farthing  fpend: 
He    ouch^d  the  pence,  when  ethers  touched  the/o/; 
Tht:  hand  that  fign'd  the  mortgage  paid  the  fnot. 

Old  as  he  was,  no  vulgar  kaown  difeafe 
On  .lim  could  ever  boaft  a  power  to  feize: 
"  f  Jut,  as  he  weigh'd  his  gold,  grim  Death  in  fpight 
*'  Caft-in  his  dart,  which  made  three  moidores  light; 

*  A  ever:,  in  Dublui,  where  Dcmar  kept  his  office. 
-f-  Thefe  four  lines  were  wrkten  by  btejla. 

"  And 
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*'  And,  as  he  faw  his  darling  money  fail, 
*'  Blew  his  laft  breath,  to  fink  the  lighter  fcale." 
He  who  fo  long  was  current,  'twould  be  Urange 
If  he  mould  now  be  cry^d  doixm  fmce  his  change » 

The/exton  fhail  green  fods  on  thee  bellow  j 
Alas,  the  Jexton  is  thy  banker  now  ! 
A  difmal  l  anker  mult  that  hanker  be. 
Who  gives  no  bills  but  of  mortality. 

EPITAPH    ON    A     MISER. 

E NEATH  this  verdant  hillock  lies 
Demar,  the  <vjealthy  and  the  <w/Je* 
His  heirs,  that  he  might  fafely  reft. 
Have  put  his  car  cafe  in  a  chefi ; 
Th?  very  cheji  in  which,  they  fay. 
His  other  felf,  his  money,  lay. 
And,  if  his  heirs  continue  kind 
To  that  deary^^he  left  behind, 
I  dare  believe,  that  four  in  five 
Will  think  his  better  half  alive. 

TO  MRS.  HOUGHTON  OF  BORMOUNT, 
Upon  praifmg  her  Hufband  to  Dr.  Swift. 

YOU  always  are  making  a  God  of  your  Spoufe; 
But  this  neither  P^eafon  nor  Confcience  allows : 
Perhaps  you  will  fay,  'tis  in  gratitude  due. 
And  you  adore  liim,  becaufe  he  adores  you. 
Your  argument's  weak,  and  fo  you  will  find  ; 
For  you,  by  this  rule,  mufl  adore  all  mankind. 

VERSES 
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VERSES  WRITTEN  ON    A  WINDOW, 
AttheDEANRY  House,  St.  Patrick's. 

AR  E  the  guefts  of  this  houfs  ftill  doom'd  to  be 
cheated  ?  [treated. 

Sure,  the  fates  have  decreed  they  by  halves  fhould  be 
In  the  days  of  good  *John,  if  you  came  here  to  dine. 
You  had  choice  of  good  meat,  but  no  choice  of  good 
In  Jonathan's  reign,  if  you  come  here  to  eat,       [wine. 
You  have  choice  cf  good  wine,  but  no  choice  of  good  meat. 
Oh,  Jove  !  then  how  fully  might  all  fides  be  bleft. 
Would' 11:  thou  bat  agree  to  tliis  humble  requeft  ! 
Put  both  deans  in  one  ;  or,  if  that's  too  much  trouble, 
Inllead  of  the  deans,  make  the  deanry  double. 

ON   ANOTHER  WINDOWf. 

A  BARD,  on  whom  Phoebus  his  fpirit beflow'd, 
Refolving  t'  acknowledge  the  bounty  he  ow'd. 
Found  out  a  new  method  at  once  of  confeffing. 
And  making  the  moH  of  fo  might)'-  a  bleffing  : 
To  the  God  he'd  be  gratefal ;  but  mortals  he'd  choufe^ 
By  making  his  patron  preiide  in  his  houfe  ; 
And  wifely  forefaw  this  advantage  from  thence. 
That  the  God  would  in  honour  bear  moft  of  th'  expence : 
So  the  bard  he  finds  drink,  and  leaves  Phoebus  to  treat 
With  the  thoughts  he  infpires,  regardlefs  of  meat. 
Hence  they  that  come  hither  expelling  to  dine. 
Are  always  fobb'd  oft  with  fheer  wit  and  fheer  wine. 

•  Dean  Sterne  was  diftingulfhed  for  his  hofpitality. 
-}•  ty  Dr.  Dclany,  in  conjundion  with  Stella. 

APOLLO 
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APOLLO    to    the    DEAN,     1720. 

RIGHT  trufty,  and  To  forth — we  let  you  to  know 
We  are  very  ill  us'd  by  you  mortals  bc;low. 
For,  firfl,  I  have  often  by  chemills  been  told. 
Though  I  know  noiliing  on  't,  it  is  I  that  make  gold. 
Which  when  you  have  got,  you  fo  carefully  hide  it. 
That,  fmce  I  v/as  born,  1  hardly  have  fpy'd  it. 
Then  it  muft  be  allow'd,  that,  whenever  I  ihine, 
t  forward  the  grafs,  and  I  ripen  the  vine ; 
To  me  the  good  fellows  apply  for  relief. 
Without  whom  they  could  get  neither  ciaref  nor  /yeey: 
Yet    th^ir   wine  and  their  viduals   thefe  curmudgeon 

liibbards 
Lock  up  from  my  fight  in  cellars  and  cupboards. 
That  I  have  an  ill  eye,  they  wickedly  think. 
And  taint  all  their  meat,  and  four  all  their  drink. 
But,  thirdly  and  laftly,  it  muft  be  allow'd, 
I  alone  can  infpire  the  poetical  crowd : 
This  is  gratefully  own'd  by  each  boy  in  the  college, 
"^liom  if  I  infpire,  it  is  not  to  my  knowledge. 
This  every  pretender  to  rhyme  will  admit. 
Without  troubling  his  head  about  judgement  or  wit. 
Thefe  gentlemen  ufe  me  with  kindnefs  and  freedom  ; 
And  as  for  their  works,  when  I  pleafe  I  may  read  'em ; 
They  lie  open  on  purpofe  on  counters  and  ftalls ; 
And  the  titles  I  view ,  when  I  (hine  on  the  walls. 
But  a  comrade  of  yours,  that  traitor  Delany, 
Whom  I  for  your  lake  love  better  than  any. 

And, 
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And,  o^  my  mere  motion  and  /pedal  gcod  grace. 

Intended  in  time  to  fucceed  in  your  place. 

On  Taefday  the  tenth  feditioully  came 

\'^'ith  a  certain  falfe  traitrefs,  one  Stella  by  name. 

To  the  deanry  houfe,  and  on  the  north  glafs. 

Where  for  fear  of  the  cold  I  never  can  pafs. 

Then  and  there,  nji  c5  armii,\y\xX\  a  certain  utenfil. 

Of  value^five  fhillings,  in  Englifh  a  pencil. 

Did  maliciouily,  falfely,  and  traiteroufly  write^ 

WhlM  Stella  aforefaid  flood  by  with  a  light. 

My  fifter  had  lately  depos'd  upon  oath. 

That  fhe  ilopt  in  her  courfe  to  Icok  at  them  both: 

That  Stella  was  helping,  abetting,  and  aiding; 

And  ftill,  as  he  writ,  itood  fmiiing  and  reading : 

That  her  eyes  were  as  bright  as  myielf  at  noon-day. 

Bat  her  graceful  black  locks  were  all  mingled  with  grey  ^ 

And  by  the  defcription  I  certainly  know, 

*Tis  the  nymph  that  I  courted  fome  ten  years  ago; 

Vv'^hom  when  I  with  the  bed  of  my  talents  endued 

On  her  promife  of  yielding,  fhe  afted  the  prude : 

That  fome  verfes  were  writ  with  felonious  intent, 

Direvfi  to  the  north,  where  I  never  yet  went : 

Tnat  the  letters  appeared  revers'd  through  the  pane. 

But  in  Stella's  bright  eyes  they  were  plac'd  right  again; 

Wherein  Ihe  difbnclly  could  read  every  line. 

And  prefently  guefs  that  the  fancy  was  mine. 

She  can  fwear  to  the  perfon,  whom  oft'  ihe  has  feen 

At  night  between  Cavan  Street  and  College  Green, 

Now  you  fee  why  his  verfes  fo  feldom  are  fhowR ; 

The  reafon  is  plain,  they  are  none  of  his  own ; 

And 
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And  obferve  while  you  live,  that  no  man  is  flijr 

To  difcover  the  gcods  he  came  honeftly  by. 

If  I  light  on  a  thought,  he  will  certainly  ileal  it. 

And,  when  he  has  got  it,  find  ways  to  conceal  it : 

Of  all  the  fine  things  he  keeps  in  the  dark. 

There  's  fcarce  one  in  ten  but  what  has  mv  mark; 

And  let  them  be  feen  by  the  world  if  he  dare, 

I  '11  make  it  appear  that  they  're  all  ftolen  ware. 

But  as  for  the  poem  h.z  writ  on  your  falh, 

I  think  I  have  now  got  him  under  my  laih; 

My  filler  tranfcrib'd  it  laft  night  to  his  forrow, 

A::d  the  publick  fhall  fee  't,  if  I  live  tUl  to-morrow. 

Through  the  %odic.c  around,  it  fhall  quickly  be  fpread 

In  all  parts  of  the  globe  where  your  language  is  read. 

He  knows  very  well,  I  ne'er  gave  a  refufal. 

When  he  afk'd  for  my  aid  in  the  forms  that  are  ufual : 

But  the  fecret  is  this ;  I  did  lately  intend 

To  write  a  few  verfes  on  you,  as  my  friend : 

J  lludied  a  fortnight,  before  I  could  iind^ 

As  I  rode  in  my  chariot,  a  thought  to  my  mind. 

And  refolv'd  the  next  winter  (for  that  is  my  time. 

When  the  days  are  at  fnorteil)  to  get  it  in  rhyme; 

Till  then  it  was  lock'd  in  my  box  at  ParnaiTus ; 

When  that  fublle  companion,  in  hopes  to  furpafs  us. 

Conveys  out  my  paper  of  hints  by  a  trick, 

(For  I  think  in  my  confcience  he  deals  with  Old  Nick) 

And,  from  my  own  Hock  provided  with  topicks. 

He  gets  to  a  window  beyond  both  the  tropicks; 

There  out  of  my  light,  juil  againft  the  north  zone. 

Writes  down  my  conceits,  and  then  calls  them  his  o;vt.  ; 

And 
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And  you,  like  a  boobv,  the  bubble  can  fwallow : 
New  who  but  Delany  can  write  like  Apoilo  ? 
High  treafon  by  ftatute !  yet  here  you  objed:. 
He  only  Hole  hints,  but  the  verfe  is  correal; 
Though  the  thought  be  Apollo's,  'ti^  finely  exprefs'd; 
So  a  thief  fleals  my  horfe,  and  has  him  well  drefs'd. 
Now,  whereas  the  fad  criminal  feems  paft  repentance. 
We  Phoebus  think  fit  to  proceed  to  his  fentence. 
Since  Delany  has  dar'd,  like  Prometheus  his  fire. 
To  climb  to  our  region,  and  thence  to  ileal  fire ; 
Wc  order  a  vulture,  in  lliape  of  the  fpleen. 
To  prey  on  his  liver,  but  not  to  be  feen. 
And  we  order  cur  fubjecls  of  every  degree 
To  believe  all  his  verfe j  were  written  by  me ; 
And,  under  the  pain  of  oar  higheft  difpleafare. 
To  call  nothing  his  but  the  rhyme  and  the  meafure. 
And  lailly,  for  Stella,  juil  out  of  her  prime, 
1  'm  too  much  revenged  already  by  time. 
In  return  to  her  fcorn,  I  fend  her  difeafes. 
But  will  now  be  her  friend  whenever  fhe  pleafes : 
And  the  gifts  I  beftow'd  her  will  find  her  a  lover. 
Though  fhe  lives  to  be  crrey  as  a  badcrer  all  over. 

NEWS     F  R  O  Al     PARNASSUS, 
BY     DR.     DELANY. 

PARNASSUS,  February  the  twenty-feventh. 
The  Poets  affembled  here  on  the  eleventh, 
Conven'd  by  Apollo,  who  gave  them  to  know. 
He  'd  have  a  vicegerent  in  his  em.pire  below; 
Vol.  XLIL  O  But 
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But  declar'd  that  no  Bard  fliould  this  honour' inherit. 

Till  the  rell  had  agreed  he  lurpafs'd  them  in  merit. 

Now  this,  you  '11  allow,  was  a  difficult  cafe. 

For  each  Bard  believM  he  'd  a  right  to  the  place; 

So,  finding  th'  ajTembly  grow  warm  in  debate. 

He  put  them  in  mind  of  his  Phaeton's  fate : 

'Twas  urg'd  to  no  purpofe ;  difputes  higher  rofe. 

Scarce  Phcebas  himfeif  could  their  quarrels  compofe; 

Till  at  length  he  determin'd  that  every  Bard 

Should  (each  in  his  turn)  be  patiently  heard. 

Firft,  one  who  believ'd  he  excell'd  in  tranflation, 

Founds  his  claim  on  the  dodtrine  of  man's  tranfmigration : 

"  Since  the  foul  of  great  Milton  was  giv'^en  to  me, 

*'  I  hope  the  convention  will  quickly  agree." 

*'■  Agree!"  quoth  Apollo:  **  from  whence  is  this  fool? 

"  Is  he  juil  come  from  reading  Pythagoras  at  fchool? 

•'  Be  gone !  Sir,  you  've  got  your  fubfcrlptions  in  time, 

*'  And  given  in  return  neither  reafon  nor  rhyme." 

To  the  next,  fays  the  God,  "  Though  now  I  v/cn't 

*'  chufe  you, 

'*  I  11  tell  you  the  reafon  for  which  I  refufe  you : 

**  Love's  goddefs  has  oft'  to  her  parents  complain'd 

*'  Of  my  favouring  a  Bard  who  her  empire  difdain'd; 

**  That,  at  my  iniligation,  a  poem  you  writ, 

**  W^hich  to  beauty  and  youth  preferr'd  judgement  and 
**  wit; 

**  That,  to  make  you  a  Laureat,  I  gave  the  firll:  voice, 

*'  Infpiring  the  Britons  t'  approve  of  my  choice. 

*'  Jove  fent  her  to  me,  her  power  to  try; 

*'  The  Goddefs  of  Beauty  what  God  can  deny.? 

*'  She 
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*^  Sh3  forbids  your  preferment;  I  grant  her  defire. 
**  Appeafe  the  fair  Goddefs ;  youthen  may  rife  higher." 

The  next  that  appear'd  had  good  hopes  of  fuccseding. 
For  he  merited  much  for  his  wit  and  his  breeding. 
'Tvvas  wife  in  the  Britons  no  favour  to  Ihow  him. 
He  elfe  might  expecl  they  (houldpay  what  they  owe  him. 
And  therefore  they  prudently  chofe  to  difcard 
The  Patriot,  whofe  merits  thev  would  not  reward. 
The  God,  with  a  fmiie,  bad  his  favourite  advance, 
**  You  were  fent  by  Adraia  her  Envoy  to  France : 
**  You  bent  vour  ambition  to  rife  in  the  Hate : 
**  I  refufe  you  becaufe  you  could  Hoop  to  be  great." 

Then  a  Bard  who  had  been  a  fuccefsful  Tranllator, 
*'  The  Convention  allows  me  a  Verfihcator." 
Says  Apollo,  "  You  mention  the  leafl  of  your  merit ; 
**  By    your   works  it  appears  you  have  much  of  my 

"  foirit. 
*'  I  efteem  you  fo  well,  that,  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
**  The  greatefl  objeftion  againU  you  's  your  youth : 
"  Then  be  not  concern'd  you  are  nov/  laid  afide ; 
**  If  you  live,  you  fhall  certainly  one  day  prefide." 

Another,  low  bending,  Apollo  thus  greets, 
•'  'Tv/ai  I  taught  your  fubjefls  to  walk  through  the 

*'  ftreets." 
"  You  taught  them  to  ^ujalk  !  why,  they  knew  it  before : 
*•'  But  give  me  the  Bari  that  can  teach  them  to  Jbar. 
*'  Wlienever  he  claims,  'tis  h'^  right,  1  '11  confcG, 
"  Who  lately  attempted  my  ftyle  with  fuccefs; 
**  Who  writes  like  Apollo  has  mofl  of  his  fpirit, 
*'  And  therefore  'tisjuftl  diilingui.h  his  merit j 

O  2  "  Who 
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"  Who  makes  it  appear,  by  all  he  has  writ, 

"  His  judgement  alone  can  fet  bounds  to  his  wit; 

'*  Like  Virgil  correfl,  with  his  own  native  eafe, 

*'  But  excels  even  Virgil  in  elegant  praife; 

"  Who  admires  the  ancients,  and  knows  'tis  their  due. 

Yet  writes  in  a  manner  entirely  new; 

Though  none  with  more  eafe  their  depths  can  explore, 
"  Yet  whatever  he  wants  he  takes  from  my  ftore : 
"  Though  I  'm  fond  of  his  virtues,  his  pride  I  can,  fee, 
"  In  fcorning  to  borrow  from  any  but  me ; 
*'  It  is  owing  to  this,  that,  like  Cynthia,  his  lays 
*'  Enlighten  the  world  by  refieding  my  rays.'* 

This  faid,  the  whole  audience  foon  found  out  his  drift : 
The  convention  was  fummon'd  in  favour  of  Swift. 
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THE  bold  encroachers  on  the  deep 
Gain  by  degrees  huge  tra6ls  of  land. 
Till  Neptune,  with  one  general  fweep. 
Turns  all  again  to  barren  llrand. 

The  multitude's  capricious  pranks 

Are  faid  to  reprefent  the  feas ; 
Which,  breaking  bankers  and  the  banks, 

Refume  their  onvn  whene'er  they  pleafe. 

Money,  the  life-blood  of  the  nation. 

Corrupts  and  Magnates  in  the  veins, 
Unlefs  a  proper  circulation 

Its  motion  and  its  heat  maintains. 

Becaufe 
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Becriufe  'tis  lordly  not  to  pay, 

fakers  and  aldermen  in  ftate 
Like  peers  have  le--vees  every  day 

Of  duns  attending  at  their  gate. 

We  want  our  money  on  the  nail ; 

The  banker  's  ruin'd  if  he  pays : 
They  feem  to  acl  an  ancient  tale ; 

The  birds  are  met  to  flrip  they.ryj-. 

Riches,  the  wife  it  monarch  lings, 

*•'  Make  pinions  for  themfelves  to  fiy  :'* 

They  fly  like  bats  on  parchjncnt  -cjinj^:'y 
And  gecfe  \}i\€u jili:cr  plames  fupply. 

No  money  left  for  fquandering  h:irs ! 

Bills  turn  the  lenders  into  debtor^ : 
The  wilh  of  Nero  now  is  theirs, 

"  That  they  had  never  known  their  letters.'* 

Conceive  the  works  of  midnight  hags. 
Tormenting  fools  behind  their  backs: 

Thus  bankers  o'er  their  bills  and  bags 
Sit  fqueezing  images  cf-ivax. 

Conceive  the  whole  enchantment  broke ; 

The  witches  left  in  open  air. 
With  power  no  more  than  other  folk, 

Expos'd  v/ith  all  their  7nagic  ware. 

So  Dowerful  are  a  banker's  bills, 

V/here  creditors  demand  their  due ; 
They  break  up  counters,  doors,  and  tills. 

And  leave  the  empty  cheHs  in  view. 

'    O3  Thu3 
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Thus  when  an  earthquake  lets  in  light 

Upon  the  god  oi gold  and  hell. 
Unable  to  endure  the  fight. 

He  hides  within  his  darkefl  cell. 

As  when  a  conjurer  takes  a  leafe 

Prom  Satan  for  a  term  of  years. 
The  tenant  's  in  a  difmal  cafe. 

Whene'er  the  hloody  /^o;?.^  appears. 

A  halted  banker  thus  defponds. 

From  his  own  hand  forefees  his  fall  ; 

They  have  Mis  foul,  who  have  his  bonds  ^ 
'Tis  like  the  'writing  on  the  ivalL 

Hov/will  the  caltifr  wretch  be  fcarM, 
When  firft  he  finds  liimfelf  awake 

At  the  lall:  trumpet  unprepar'd. 

And  all  his  ?rand  account  to  make ! 

For  in  that  univerfal  call 

Fcw  bankers  will  to  Heaven  be  mounters; 
They  '11  cry,  "  Ye  (hops,  upon  us  fall ! 

**  Conceal  and  cover  U5,  ye  counters  I'* 

When  other  hands  xkizfcales  fhall  hold. 
And  they  in  men  and  angels^  Jight 

Prcduc'd  v/ith  all  their  bills  and  gold, 
"  Weigh'd  in  the  balance,  and  found  light  I" 


The 
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[     ^•9     ] 
The  Description  of  an  IRISH  FEAST, 

TranHated   almo.!   literilly   out    of  the   Original    Irilh.      jrzo. 

OROURK'S  noble  fare  uill  ne'er  be  forgot. 
By  thofe  who  were  there,  or  thofe  who  were  not. 
Kis  revels  to  keep,  we  fup  and  we  dine 
On  feven  fcore  fheep,  fat  bullocks,  and  fwine. 
Ufquebaugh  to  our  feaft  in  pails  was  brought  up. 
An  hundred  at  leail:,  and  a  madder  *  our  cup. 
O  there  is  the  fport !  we  rife  with  the  light 
In  diforderly  fort  from  fnoring  all  night. 

0  how  was  I  trick'd !  my  pipe  it  was  broke. 
My  pocket  was  pick'd,  I  loft  my  new  cloak. 

1  'm  rifled,  quoth  Nell,  of  mantle  and  kercherj- : 
Why  then  fare  them  well,  the  de'el  tike  the  fearcher. 
Come,  harper,  ftrike  up ;  but,  iirft,  by  your  favour. 
Boy,  give  us  a  cup  :  ah  !  this  has  fome  favour. 
Orourk's  jolly  boys  ne'er  dreamt  of  the  matter. 
Till,  rous'd  by  the  noife  and  mufical  clatter. 

They  bounce  from  their  neft,  no  longer  will  tarry. 

They  rife  ready  dreil,  without  one  a-je-mary. 

They  dance  m  a  round,  cutting  capers  and  rampir.g; 

A  mercy  the  ground  did  not  burft  v,ith  their  {lamping. 

The  floor  is  all  wet  with  leaps  and  Vv'ith  jumps. 

While  the  water  and  fvv^eat  fplifh-fplalli  in  their  pumps. 

Blefs  you  late  and  early,  Laughlin  O  Enagin ! 

By  -my  hanaXt  you  dance  rarely,  Margery  Grinagin, 

Bring  ftrav/  for  our  bed,  fhake  it  down  to  the  feet. 

Then  over  us  fpread  the  winnowing  fheet : 

*  Av/ooden  veiTtl.     -j- Handkerchief.     ;f  An  Iri;o  oath. 

O4  To 
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To  ftiew  I  don't  flinch,  fill  the  bowl  up  again; 
Then  give  us  a  pinch  of  your  fneezing,  a  yean*. 
Good  Lord !  what  a  fight,  after  all  their  good  cheer. 
For  people  to  fight  in  the  midfl  of  their  beer  I 
They  rife  from  their  feail,  and  ho:  are  their  brains, 
A  cubit  at  leaft  the  length  of  their  Ikeansf . 
\Vhat  flabs  and  what  cuts,  what  clattering  of  flicks ; 
What  ftrokes  on  the  guts,  what  baftings  and  kicks  ! 
With  cudgels  of  oak  well  harden'd  in  flame. 
An  hundred  heads  broke,  an  hundred  fliruck  lame. 
You  churl,  I  '11  maintain  mxV  father  built  LuHi, 
The  caille  of  Slain,  and  Carrick  Drumruik  : 
The  Earl  of  Kildare  and  Moynalra  his  brother. 
As  great  as  they  are,  I  was  nurfl  by  tlieir  mother. 
Alk  that  of  eld  madam ;  fhe  'li  tell  you  who's  who 
As  far  up  as  Adam,  fhe  knows  it  is  true. 
Ccme  down  with  that  beam,  if  cudgels  are  fcarce, 
A  blow  on  the  weam,  or  a  kick  on  the  a — fe. 


AN    EXCELLENT    NEW    SONG 
On  a  Seditious  Pamphle  t|,   1720. 

To  the  Tune  uf  "  Packi.ngtjn's  Pound." 

"l"^  P.OC  ADOS  and  damafks,  and  tabbies,  and  gawfes, 
XJi  hxz  by  Robert  Eallentine  lately  brought  over. 
With  forty  things  more :  nov/  hear  what  the  law  fay«;, 
Wlioe'er  will  not  wear  them,  is  not  the  king's  lover. 

*  Irifh  for  a  woman.  -|-   Daggers  or  Aort-fwords. 

\  Propol'als   for  the   univerfal  ufe   of  Irifh  manufadlures,  for 


which  Waten  the  printer  was  feyerely  profecutedt 


Though 


k 
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Though  a  printer  and  dean 

Scdidoufly  mean 
Our  true  Irilh  hearts  from  old  England  to  wean  ; 
We'll  buy  Englifh  filks  for  our  wives  and  our  daughters. 
In  fpite  of  his  deanihip  and  journeyman  Waters. 

In  England  the  dead  in  woollen  are  clad. 

Tile  dean  and  his  printer  then  let  us  cry  fye  on ; 
To  be  cloath'd  like  a  carcafe,  would  make  a  Teague  mad. 
Since  a  living  dog  better  is  than  a  dead  lion. 

Our  wives  they  grow  fuUen 

At  wearing  of  v/ooUen, 
And  all  we  poor  fliop-keepers  muil  our  horns  pull  in. 
Then  we  '11   buy   Englifh  filks  for  our  wives  and  cur 

daughters. 
In  fpite  of  his  deanfliip  and  jcurneym.an  Waters. 

Whoever  our  trading  v/ith  England  would  hinder. 
To  inflame  both  the  nations  do  plainly  confpirc , 
Becaufe  IriiTi  linen  v/ill  foon  turn  to  tinder. 
And  wool  it  is  greafy,  and  quickly  takes  nre. 
Therefore  I  afflire  you. 
Our  noble  grand  jury. 
When  they  faw  the  dean's  book,  they  were  in  a  great  fury : 
They  would  buy  Engliih  filks  for  their  wives  and  their 

daughters. 
In  fpite  of  his  deanftiip  and  journeyman  "Waters. 

This  wicked  rogue  Waters,  who  always  is  fmning. 
And  before  corum  mbus  fo  oft'  has  been  cali'd, 

Henceforv/ard  {hall  print  neither  pamphlets  nor  linen. 
And,  if  fwearing  can  do't,  fnall  be  fwingingly  mawl'd : 

And 
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And  as  for  the  dean. 

You  know  whom  I  mean. 
If  the  printer  will  peach  him,  he  '11  fcarce  come  ofTclean. 
Then  we  '11  buy  EngliHi  filks  for  cur  wives  and  our 

daughters. 
In  fpite  of  his  deanPnip  and  journeyman  Waters. 

THE    PROGRESS    OF    BEAUTY. 

1720. 

'HEN  firll  Diana  leaves  her  bed. 
Vapours  and  fleams  her  look  difgrace, 
A  frowzy  dirty-colour' d  red 

Sits  on  her  cloudy  wrinkled  face : 

But  by  degrees,  when  mounted  high. 

Her  artificial  face  appears 
Down  from  her  wdndow  in  the  Iky, 

Her  fpots  are  gone,  her  vifage  clears. 

'Tv.ixt  earthly  females  and  the  moon 

All  parallels  exadlly  run : 
If  Celia  {hould  appear  too  foon, 

Alas,  the  nymph  would  be  undone! 

To  fee  her  from  her  pillow  rife. 

All  reeking  in  a  cloudy  fleam, 
Crack'd  lips,  foul  teeth,  and  gummy  eyes. 

Poor  Strephon  I  how  would  he  blafphcme ! 

Three  c. lours,  black,  and  red,  and  white. 

So  graceful  in  their  proper  place. 
Remove  them  to  a  different  fcite. 

They  form  a  frightful  Iiidcous  face : 


For 
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For  inilance,  when  the  lily  flcips 

Into  the  precinds  of  the  rofe. 
And  takes  pofiefllon  of  the  lips. 

Leaving  the  purple  to  the  nofe : 

So  Celia  went  intire  to  bed. 

All  her  complexion  fafe  and  found ; 
But,  when  (he  rofe,  white,  black,  and  red, 

Though  flill  in  fight,  had  chang'd  their  ground. 

The  black,  which  would  not  be  confined, 

A  more  inferior  ftation  feeks. 
Leaving  the  fiery  red  behind. 

And  mingles  in  her  muddy  cheeks. 

But  Celia  can  with  eafc  reduce. 

By  help  of  pencil,  paint,  and  brufh. 
Each  colour  to  its  place  and  ufe. 

And  teach  her  cheeks  again  to  blufh. 

She  knows  her  early  felf  no  more. 

But  fiU'd  with  admiration  (lands ; 
As  other  painters  oft'  adore 

The  workmanfhip  of  their  own  hands. 

Thus,  after  four  im.portant  hours, 

Celia  's  the  wonder  of  her  fex : 
Say,  which  among  the  heavenly  powers 

Could  caufe  fuch  marvelous  effects  ? 

Venus,  indulgent  ta  her  kind. 

Gave  women  all  their  hearts  could  wifh. 
When  firfl  iTie  taught  them  where  to  find 

White-lead  and  Lufitanian*  dilh. 


*  Portugal, 


O" 
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Love  with  white-lead  cements  his  winp-s : 
White-lead  was  fent  us  to  repair 

Two  brighteft,  brittleft,  earthly  things, 
A  lady's  face,  and  China-ware. 

She  ventures  now  to  lift  the  fafh ; 

The  window  is  her  proper  fphere : 
Ah,  lovely  nymph!  be  not  too  rafh. 

Nor  let  the  beaux  approach  too  near. 

Take  pattern  by  your  fijUr  liar  : 
Delude  at  once  and  blefs  our  fight ; 

When  you  are  feen,  be  feen  from  far. 
And  chiefly  choofe  to  fhine  by  night. 

But  art  no  longer  can  prevail. 

When  the  materials  all  are  gonej 

The  bell  mechanic  hand  mull  fail. 
Where  nothing  *3  left  to  work  upon. 

"Mattery  as  wife  logicians  fay. 
Cannot  without  z.fonn  fubfift; 

hvAform,  fay  I  as  well  as  they. 
Mull  fail,  if  matter  brings  no  grill. 

And  this  is  fair  Diana's  cafe  ; 

For  all  allrologers  maintain. 
Each  night  a  bit  drops  oif  her  face. 

When  mortals  {d,y  Ihe  's  in  her  wane : 

While  Partridge*  wifely  Ihews  the  caufe 

Efficient  of  the  moon's  decay. 
That  Cancer  with  his  poifonous  claws 

At  racks  her  in  the  7nilky  ivay  : 

*  Partridge  and  GaJbury  wrote  each  an  ephcmeris. 


But 


i 
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BatGaclbury,  in  art  profound. 

From  her  pale  cheeks  pretends  to  fhow. 

That  fwain  Endvmion*  is  not  found. 
Or  elfe  that  Mercury's  her  iot. 

But,  let  the  caufe  be  what  it  will. 

In  half  a  month  ^r^t  looks  fo  thin. 
That  Flamfteed  f  can,  with  all  his  fkill. 

See  but  her  forehead  and  her  chin. 

Yet,  as  {he  waftes,  fhe  grows  dlfcreet. 
Till  midnight  never  ftiews  her  head  : 

So  rotting  Ceiia  Ib'olls  the  ftreet. 
When  fober  folks  are  all  a-bed  : 

For  fare,  if  this  be  Luna's  fate. 

Poor  Celia,  but  of  mortal  race. 
In  vain  expects  a  longer  date 

To  the  materials  of  ba-  face. 

When  Mercury  her  trefTes  mows, 

To  think  of  black-lead  combs  is  vain ; 
No  painting  can  reitore  a  no/e. 

Nor  will  her  teeth  return  again. 
Ye  powers,  v.ho  overlov^e  prefide! 

Since  mortal  beauties  drop  fo  foon. 
If  ye  would  have  us  vvell  fupply'd. 

Send  us  ne-uo  nymphs  with  each  ne-vj  moon! 

*  A  young  fliepherd,    of   whom   Diana  was  feigned    to   be 
enamoured. 

f  John  Flamfteed,  the  celebrated  aftronomer  royal. 

THE 
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THE  PROGRESS   OF   POETRY. 

THE  farmer's  goofe,  who  in  t'.ie  fiubble 
Has  fed  without  reftraint  or  trouble. 
Grown  fat  with  corn,  and  fitting  ftill. 
Can  fcarce  get  o'er  the  barn-door  fill ; 
And  hardly  waddles  forth  to  cool 
Her  belly  in  the  neighbouring  pool ; 
Nor  loudly  cackles  at  the  door ; 
For  cackling  fhews  the  goofe  is  poor. 

But,  when  fhe  muft  be  turn'd  to  graze. 
And  round  the  barren  common  ftravs. 
Hard  exercife  and  harder  fare 
f  oon  make  my  dame  grow  lank  and  fpare : 
Her  body  light,  Ihe  tries  her  wings. 
And  fcorns  the  ground,  and  upward  fprings ; 
While  all  the  parifh,  as  fhe  flies. 
Hear  founds  harmonious  from  the  {Ides, 

Such  is  the  poet  frefh  in  pay 
(The  third  night's  profits  of  his  play) ;  . 

His  morning-draughts  till  noon  can  fwill  |'' 

Among  his  brethren  of  the  quill : 
With  good  roaft  beef  his  belly  full. 
Grown  lazy,  foggy,  fat,  and  dull. 
Deep  funk  in  plenty  and  delight, 
What  poet  e'er  could  take  his  flight  ? 
Or,  ftufF'd  with  phlegm  up  to  the  throat. 
What  poet  e'er  could  fmg  a  note  r 
Kor  Pe^afus  could  bear  the  load 

Along  the  high  celeftial  road  j 

The 

I 
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The  fteed,  opprefs'd,  would  brea!-:  his  girth. 
To  raife  the  lumber  from  the  earth. 

But  view  him  in  another  fcene. 
When  all  his  drink  is  Hippocrene, 
His  money  fpent,  his  patrons  fail. 
His  credit  out  for  cheefe  and  ale ; 
His  two-years  coat  fo  fmooth  and  bare, 
ThroJs:h  ever/  thread  it  lets  in  air: 
With  hungry  meals  his  body  pin'd. 
His  guts  and  belly  full  of  wind; 
And,  like  a  jockey  for  a  race. 
His  flefh  brought  down  to  flying  cafe ; 
Now  his  exalted  fpirit  loaths 
Incumbrances  of  food  and  cloaths ; 
And  up  he  rifes,  like  a  vapour, 
Supported  high  on  wings  of  paper  j 
He  fmging  files,  and  flying  fmgs. 
While  from  below  all  Grub-ilreet  rings. 

THE    SOUTH-SEA   PROJECT.     1721. 

**  Apparent  rari  nantes  in  gurgite  vafto, 

*'  Arma  virum,  tabulaeque,  et  Troia  gaza  per  und3S." 

V1R6. 

YE  wife  philcfophers,  explain 
What  magick  makes  our  money  rife, 
V/hen  dropt  into  the  Southern  main : 
Or  do  thefe  jugglers  cheat  our  eyes? 

Put  in  your  money  fairly  told ; 

Prejio!  be  gone — 'Tis  here  again: 
Ladies  and  gentlemen,  behold. 

Here  's  evtry  piece  as  big  as  ten. 

Thus 
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Thus  in  a  bafon  drop  a  {hilling. 
Then  fill  the  vefiel  to  the  brim  ; 

You  Ihall  obferve,  as  you  are  filling. 
The  ponderous  metal  feems  to  fwim. 

It  rifes  both  in  bulk  and  height. 
Behold  it  fvvelling  like  a  fop ; 

The  liquid  medium  cheats  your  fight; 
Behold  it  mounted  to  the  top ! 

In  ftock  three  hundred  thoufand  pound ; 

I  have  in  view  a  lord's  eftate ; 
My  manors  all  contiguous  round ; 

A  coach  and  fix,  and  ferv'd  in  plate ! 

Thus,  the  deluded  bankrupt  raves ; 

Puts  all  upon  a  defperate  bet ; 
Then  plunges  in  the  Southern  v/aves. 

Dipt  over  head  and  ears — in  debt. 

So,  by  a  calenture  mifled. 

The  mariner  with  rapture  fees. 

On  the  fmooth  ocean's  azure  bed, 
Enamel'd  fields  and  verdant  trees : 

With  eager  h^fte  he  longs  to  rove 
In  that  fantaftic  fcene,  and  thinks 

It  muft  be  fome  enchanted  grove; 
And  in  he  leaps,  and  e^cwn  he  finks. 

Five  hundred  chariots,,  jure  befpoke. 
Are  funk  in  thefe  devouring  waves. 

The  horfes  drown'd,  the  harnefs  broke. 
And  here  the  owners  find  their  graves. 


Like 


I 


THE     SOUTH-SEA    PROJECT.      zoj 

Like  Pharaoh,  by  direSiors  led; 

They  with  xhtir /polls  went  fafe  before; 
His  chariots,  tumbUng  out  the  dead. 

Lay  fhatter'd  on  the  Red- Sea  fhore, 

Rais'd  up  on  Hope's  afpiring  plumes;, 

The  young  adv^enturer  o'er  the  deep 
An  eagle's  flight  and  ftate  allumes. 

And  f<X)rns  the  middle-way  to  keep. 

On  papei'  wings  he  takes  his  flight. 

With  Hvax  Xkit  father  bound  them  faft;: 

The  <vjax  is  melted  by  the  height. 
And  down  the  towering  boy  is  call. 

A  moralifl:  might  here  explain 

The  ralhneis  of  the  Cretan  youth  \ 
Defcribe  his  fall  into  the  main. 

And  from  a  fable  form  a  truth.  • 

His  ivings  are  his  paternal  rent. 

He  melts  the  <uiax  at  every  flam.e ; 
His  credit  funk,  his  money  fpent. 

In  Southern  Seas  he  leaves  his  namCo 

Inform  us,  you  that  bell  can  tell. 

Why  in  yon'  dangerous  gulph  profound,. 

Where  hundreds  and  where  thcufands  fell. 
Fools  chiefly  float,  the  vjife  are  drown'd  ? 

So  have  I  feen  from  Severn's  brink 

A  flock  oi geefe  jump  down  together; 
Swim,  where  the  bird  of  Jove  v/ould  fmko 

And,  fwimming,  never  wet  a  feather.- 
Vol.  XLIL.  F  But^ 
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But,  I  affirm,  'tis  falfe  in  faft, 
Diredors  better  knew  their  tools ; 

We  fee  the  nation's  credit  crackt. 

Each  knave  hath  made  a  thcufand  fools ^ 

One  fool  may  from  another  win. 
And  then  get  oft  with  money  flor'd; 

But,  \i  -^  Jharper  once  comes  in. 

He  throws  at  all,  and  fweeps  the  board. 

As  fifhes  on  each  other  prey. 

The  great  ones  {vvallowing  up  the  fmall  ^ 
So  fares  it  in  the  Southern  Sea; 

The  whale  directors  eat  up  all. 

Wheny?i:ri  is  high,  they  come  between, 
Maldng  by  fecond-hand  their  ofi'ers ; 

Then  cunningly  retire  unfeen. 
With  each  a  million  in  his  coffers. 

So,  when  upon  a  moon-fliine  night 
An  afs  was  drinking  at  a  ftream  ; 

A  cloud  arofe,  and  flopt  the  light. 
By  intercepting  every  beam : 

The  day  of  judgement  will  be  foon 
(Cries  out  a  fage  among  the  croud)  j 

An  afs  hath  fwallow'd  up  the  moon  I 
(The  moon  lay  fafe  behind  a  cloud) . 

Each  T^oor  fub/criber  to  the  fea 

Sinks  down  at  once,  and  there  he  lies; 

DireSors  fall  as  well  as  they. 
Their  fail  is  but  a  tiick  to  rife. 


So 
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So  fifhes,  rifmg  from  the  main. 

Can  foar  with  moiften'd  wings  on  high; 

The  moifture  dry'd,  they  fink  again. 
And  dip  their  fins  again  to  fly. 

Undone  at  play,  the  female  troops- 
Come  here  their  lofies  to  retrieve ; 

Ride  o'er  the  waves  in  fpacious  hoops. 
Like  Lapland  witches  in  a  fieve. 

Thus  Venus  to  the  fea  defcends. 

As  poets  feign ;  but  where  's  the  moral  ? 

It  {hews  the  Queen  of  Love  intends 

To  fearch  the  deep  for  pearl  and  corals 

The  fea  is  richer  than  the  land, 

I  h^ard  it  from  my  grannam's  mouth  j 

Which  now  I  clearly  under  Hand, 
For  by  the  fea  fhe  meant  the  South, 

Thus  by  dirs£lors  we  are  told, 

''  Pray,  Gentlemen,  believe  your  eyes ; 

Our  ocean  's  cover'd  o'er  with  gold. 
Look  round  and  fee  how  thick  it  Ees :: 


i% 


We,  Gentlemen,  are  your  afllfters. 

We  '11  come,  and  hold  vou  bv  the  chin. — ^ 

Alas  1  all  is  not  gold  that  gliders. 
Ten  thoufand  fink  bv  leaDine  in. 

Oh  1  v/ould  tLofe  patriots  be  fo  kind. 
Here  in  the  deep  to  <^|JaJh  their  hands j. 

Then,  like  Paclolus,  we  fliould  find 
The  fea  indeed  had  golden  j'ands ^ 

?  z  A  fhilling 
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A  fhilllng  in  the  hatb  you  fling; 

The  filver  takes  a  nobler  hue. 
By  magic  virtue  in  the  fpring. 

And  feems  a  guinea  to  your  view. 

But,  as  a  guinea  will  not  pafs 
At  market  for  a  farthing  more. 

Shewn  through  a  multiplying-glafs,  ■ 
Than  what  it  always  did  before  : 

So  call  it  in  the  Southern  Seas, 

Or  view  it  through  2.  jobber^ &  bill;- 

Put  on  what  fpeclacles  you  pleafe. 
Your  guinea  's  but  a  guinea  ftiil. 

One  night  a  fool  into  a  brook 

Thus  from  a  hillock  looking  down. 

The  golden  Jlurs  for  guineas  took. 
And  Jtl'ver  Cynthia  for  a  crown. 

The  point  he  could  no  longer  doubt; 

He  ran,  he  leapt  into  the  flood ; 
There  fprawl'd  awhile,  and  fcarce  got  outj. 

All  cover'd  o'er  with  ilime  and  mud. 

**  Upon  the  water  caft  thy  bread, 

"  And  after  many  days  thou  'It  find  it;'* 

But  gold  upon  this  ocean  fpread 

Shall  fmk,  and  leave  no  mark  behind  it.  • 

There  is  a  gulph,  where  thoufands  fell. 
Here  all  the  bold  adventurers  came, 

A  narrow  found,  though  deep  as  hell ; 
'Change-Mey  is  the  dreadful  name» 


Nine 
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Nine  times  a  day  it  ebbs  and  flows,; 

Yet  he  that  on  the  furface  lies, 
'Without  a  pilot  feldom  knows 

The  time  it  falls,  or  when  'twill  rife. 

Subfcribers  here  by  thoufands  float. 

And  joftle  one  another  down; 
Each  paddling  in  his  leaky  boat ; 

And  here  they  fifli  for  gold,  and  drown, 
.«(  *]srQyy  bury'd  in  the  depth  below, 

"  Now  mounted  up  to  heaven  again, 
■*'  They  reel  and  flagger  to  and  fro, 

"  At  their  wits  end,  like  drunken  men.** 

Mean  time  fee  are  on  Garrawayf  clifis, 

A  favage  race  by  fliipwrecks  fed, 
:Lie  waiting  for  the  founder'd  fkiiFs, 

And  flrip  the  bodies  of  the  dead, 

■But  thefe,  you  fay,  are  facftious  lyes. 

From  fome  malicious  Tory's  brain ; 
For,  where  DireSlors  get  a  prize. 

The  Swifs  and  Dutch  whole  millions  drain. 

Thus,  when  by  rooks  a  lord  is  ply'd. 

Some  cully  often  wins  a  bet. 
By  venturing  on  the  cheating  fide. 

Though  not  into  the  fecret  let. 

While  fome  build  caftles  in  the  air, 

DireSlcrs  build  them  in  the  feas ; 
■  Sub/crihers  plainly  fee  them  there. 

For  fools  will  fee  as  wife  men  pleafe. 

*  Pfalm  cvii.       ■\  A  coiiee-houfe  in  'Change- Alley. 

F  3  Thus 


«i4.  SWIFT'S     POEMS* 

Thus  oft'  by  manners  are  fhown 

(Unlefs  the  men  of  Kent  are  lyars) 
Earl  Godwin's  caftles  overflown. 

And  palace-roofs,  and  fleeple-fpires. 

Mark  where  the  fly  Diredors  creep. 
Nor  to  the  fhc^re  approach  too  nigh  1 

The  monflers  nellle  in  the  deep. 
To  feizc  you  in  your  paffing  by. 

Then,  like  the  dogs  of  Nile,  be  wife. 
Who,  taught  by  inilindl  how  to  Ihun 

The  crocodile,  that  lurking  lies. 

Run  as  they  drink,  and  drink  and  run, 

Antaeus  could,  by  magic  charms. 

Recover  flrength  whene'er  he  fell ; 
Alcides  held  him  in  his  arms. 

And  fent  him  up  in  air  to  hell. 

Directors y  thrown  into  the  fea. 

Recover  ftrength  and  vigour  there; 
But  may  be  tam'd  another  way, 

Sufpended  for  a  while  in  air. 

Viredors  !  for  'tis  you  I  warn. 

By  long  experience  we  have  found 
What  planet  rul'd  when  you  were  born ; 

We  fee  you  never  can  be  drov/n'd. 

Beware,  nor  over-bulky  grow. 

Nor  come  Vvdthin  your  cully's  reach; 

Por,  if  the  fea  {hould  fmk  fo  low 
To  leave  you  dry  upon  the  beach. 

You  'II 
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You  '11  owe  your  ruin  to  your  bulk; 

Your  foes  already  waiting  Hand, 
To  tear  you  like  a  founder'd  hulk. 

While  you  lie  helplefs  on  the  fand. 

Thus,  when  a  whale  has  loft  the  tide. 
The  coafters  crowd  to  feize  the  fpoil ; 

The  moniler  into  parts  divide. 

And  flrip  the  bones,  and  melt  the  oil. 

Oh !  may  fome  'wejiern  tempefl  fweep 
Thefe  locujis  whom  our  fruits  have  ^^6.^ 

That  plague  DireSicrs  to  the  deep, 

Driv'n  from  the  South -Sea  to  the  Red ! 

May  he,  whom  Nature's  laws  obey. 
Who  lifts  the  poor,  2in:d.  Jinks  the  proud. 
Quiet  the  raging  oFxhe/ea, 

And  flill  the  madness  of  the  crowd  1" 

But  never  fhall  our  iQe  have  reft,- 
Till  thofe  devouring /zv/^t?  run  down, 

(The  devils  leaving  the  polTeil:) 

And  headlong  in  the  'waters  drown. 

The  nation  then  too  late  will  find. 

Computing  all  their  coil  and  trouble, 

Dlre^crs'  prcmifes  but  wind, 

South-Sea  at  bell  a  mighty  hulhle. 
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THE    DOG    AND    SHADOW. 

ORE  cibum  portans  catulus  dum  fpe£lat  in  undis, 
Apparet  liquido  pra^ds  melioris  imago : 
Dum  fpeciofa  diu  damna  admiratur,  et  alte 
Ad  latices  inhiat,  cadit  imo  vortice  pr^ceps 
Ore  cibus,  nee  non  fimulachrum  corripit  una. 
Occupat  ille  avibus  deceptis  faucibus  umbramj 
lUudit  fpecies,  ac  dentibus.  aera  mordet. 


TO        A        FRIEND, 

Who  had  beenmuch  abufed  in  many  different  Libels. 

THE  greateft  MonarcH  may  be  ftabb'd  by  night. 
And  fortune  help  the  murderer  in  his  flight ; 
The  vilell:  rufEan  may  commit  a  rape. 
Yet  fafe  from  injur'd  innocence  efcape;' 
And  Calumny,  by  working  under  ground. 
Can,  unreveng'd,  the  greateft  merit  wound. 

What  's  to  be  done  ?  Shall  Wit  and  Learning  choofc 
To  live  obfcure,  and  have  no  fame  to  lofe  ? 
By  Cenfure  frighted  out  of  Honour's  road. 
Nor  dare  to  ufe  the  gifts  by  Heaven  bellow 'd.? 
.Or  fearlefs  enter  in  through  Virtue's  gate. 
And  buy  diftinclion  at  the  deareft  rate  ? 

BILLET 


•[     ^17     ] 


BILLET  to  the  Company  of  Players. 

'"I""  HE  inclofed  Prologue  is  formed  upon  the  ftory  of 

JL      the  Secretary's  not  fuftering  you  to  acl,  unlefs 

^ou  would   pay   him    300/.  per    annum  \  upon  which 

you  got  a  licence  from  the  Lord  Mayor  to  ad  as 

ftrollers. 

The    Prologue    fuppofes,    that,    upon    your   being 

forbidden  to  ad,  a  company  of  country-ftrollers  came 

and  hired  the  Play-houfe,  and   your  cloaihs,  &c.  to 

acl  in. 
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OUR  fet  of  ftrollers,  wandering  up  and  down^ 
Hearing  the  houfe  was  empty,  came  to  town; 
And,  with  a  licence  from  our  good  Lord  Mayor, 
Went  to  one  Griffith,  formerly  a  player ; 
Him  we  perfuaded,  with  a  moderate  bribe. 
To  fpeak  to  Eirington  and  all  the  tribe. 
To  let  our  company  fuppiy  their  places. 
And  hire  us  out  their  fcenes,  and  cloaths,  and  faces. 
Is  not  the  truth  the  truth  ?  Look  full  on  me; 
I  am  not  Eirington,  nor  Griffith  he. 
When  we  perform,  look  fharp  among  our  crew. 
There's  not  a  creature  here  you  ever  knew. 
The  former  folks  were  fervants  to  the  king ; 
We,  humble  ftrollers,  always  on  the  wing. 

Now, 
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Now,  for  my  part,  I  think  upon  the  whole,  ; 

Rather  than  ftarve,  a  better  man  would  ftroll. 

Stay,  let  me  fee — Three  hundred  pounds  a  year. 
For  leave  to  aft  in  town !   'Tis  plaguy  dear. 
Now,  here  's  a  warrant ;  Gallants,  pleafe  to  mark. 
For  three  thirteens  and  fixpence  to  the  clerk. 
Three  hundred  pounds !  Were  I  the  price  to  nx. 
The  publick  fhould  bellow  the  adcrs  fix. 
A  fcore  of  guineas,  given  under-hand. 
For  a  good  word  or  fo,  we  underftand. 
To  help  an  honeil  lad  that 's  out  of  place. 
May  coft  a  crown  or  fo ;  a  common  cafe : 
And,  in  a  crew,  'tis  no  injuftice  thought 
To  ihip  a  rogue,  and  pay  him  not  a  groat. 
But,  in  the  chronicles  of  former  ages. 
Who  ever  heard  of  fervants  paying  wages  i 

I  pit)'  Elrington  with  all  my  heart ; 
Would  he  were  here  this  night  to  aft  my  part ! 
I  told  him  what  it  was  to  be  a  ftroller ; 
How  free  we  afted,  and  had  no  comptroller : 
In  every  town  we  wait  on  Mr.  Mayor, 
Firil  get  a  licence,  then  produce  cur  ware ; 
We  found  a  trumpet,  or  we  beat  a  drum ; 
Huzza !  (the  fchool-boys  roar)  the  players  are  come  ! 
And  then  we  cry,  to  fpar  the  bumpkins  on. 
Gallants,  by  Tuefday  next  we  mull  be  gone, 
I  told  him,  in  the  fmcotlieil  way  I  could. 
All  this  and  more,  yet  it  would  do  no  good. 
But  Elrington,  tears  falling  from  his  cheeks. 
He  that  has  Ihone  v/ith  Betterton  and  Wilks, 

T« 
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To  v,'aoi:n  our  country  has  been  always  dear, 
Vv'iio  chofe  to  lca\^e  his  dearefl  pledges  here. 
Owns  all  your  favours,  here  intends  to  ftay. 
And,  as  a  flroller,  aft  in  every  play : 
And  the  whole  crew  this  refoludon  takes. 
To  live  and  die  all  llrollers  for  your  fakes : 
Not  frighted  with  an  ignominious  name. 
For  your  difpleafure  is  their  only  fhame. 

A  pox  on  Elrington's  majeilic  tone  I 
Now  to  a  v/ord  of  bafmefs  in  our  own. 

Gallants,  next  Thurfday  night  will  be  our  lafl^ 
Then,  without  fail,  we  pack  up  for  Belfaft. 
Lofe  not  your  time,  nor  our  diverlions  mifs. 
The  next  we  act  Ihall  be  as  good  as  this. 

EPIGRAM. 

GREAT  folks  are  of  a  finer  mold; 
Lord !  how  politely  they  can  fcold ! 
While  a  coarfe  Englifh  tongue  will  itch 
For  whore  and  rogue,  and  dog  and  bitch. 

PROLOGUE  to  a  Play  for  the  Benefit   of  the 
Distressed  Weavers.     By  Dr.  Sheridan. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Elrington.     1721. 

GPxEAT  cry  and  little  wool — is  now  become 
The  plague  and  proverb  of  the  Weaver's  loom : 
No  wool  to  work  on,  neither  weft  nor  warp ; 
Their  pockets  empty,  and  their  Itomachs  Iharp. 

Provok'd, 


XZ9 


SWIFT'S     P  O  EMS. 


Provok'd,  in  loud  complaints  to  you  they  cry  ; 
Ladies,  relieve  the  weavers;  or  they  die ! 
Forfake  your  fi'ks  for  fluffs ;  nor  think  it  flrange 
To  ihift  your  cloaths,  fince  you  delight  in  change. 
One  thing  with  freedom  I  '11  prefume  to  tell — 
The  men  *-vill  like  you  every  bit  as  well. 

See,  I  am  drefs'd  from  top  to  toe  in  fluff; 
And,  by  my  troth,  I  think  I  'm  fine  enough: 
My  wife  admires  me  more,  and  fwears  fue  never. 
In  any  drefs,  beheld  me  look  fo  clever. 
And,  if  a  man  be  better  in  fuch  ware. 
What  great  advantage  mull  it  give  the  fair ! 
Our  wool  from  lambs  of  innocence  proceeds: 
Silks  come  from  maggots,  callicoes  from  weeds : 
.Hence  'tis  by  fad  experience  that  we  find 
Ladies  in  filks  to  vapours  much  inclin'd — 
And  wiiat  are  they  but  maggots  in  the  mind.? 
jFor  which  I  think  it  reafon  to  conclude 
That  cloaths  may  change  cur  temper  like  our  food.  ] 
Chintzes  are  gawdy,  and  engage  our  eyes 
Too  much  about  the  party-colour'd  dyes : 
Although  the  luftre  is  from  you  begun. 
We  fee  the  rainbow,  and  neglecl  the  fun< 

How  fv.-eet  and  innocent  's  the  country  maid, 
"With  fmail  expcnce  in  native  wool  array 'd; 
Who  copies  from  the  fields  her  homely  green. 
While  by  her  Ihepherd  with  delight  ihe  's  feen ! 
Should  our  fair  ladies  drefs  like  her  in  wool. 
How  much  more  lovely,  and  how  beautiful. 

Without 
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Without  their  Indian  drapery,  they  'd  prove, 
Whilft  wool  would  help  to  warm  us  into  love ! 
Then,  like  the  famous  Argonauts  of  Greece, 
We  'd  all  contend  to  ^ain  the  Golden  Fleece ! 


EPILOGUE,     BY    THE     DEAN. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  Griffith.- 

WHO  dares  affirm  this  is  no  pious  age. 
When  charity  begins  to  tread  the  ftage  ?■' 
When  aclors,  who,  at  beil,  are  hardly  favers. 
Will  give  a  night  of  benefit  to  Weavers  ? 
Stay — let  me  fee,  how  finely  will  it  found ! 
Imprimis,  From  his  Grace*  an  hundred  pound. 
Peers,  clergy,  gentry,  all  are  benefaftors ; 
And  then  comes  in  the  item  of  the  adlors. 
liem.  The  adlors  freely  gave  a  day — 
The  Poet  had  no  more  who  made  the  Play. 

But  whence  this  wondrous  charity  in  Players? 
They  learnt  it  not  at  Sermons,  or  at  Prayers : 
Under  the  rofe,  fince  here  are  none  but  friends, 
(To  own  the  truth)  v/e  have  fome  private  ends. 
Since  waiting-women,  like  exading  jades. 
Hold  up  the  prices  of  their  old  brocades ; 
We  'U  drefs  in  manufaclures  made  at  home. 
Equip  our  kings  2,xA  generals  at  The  Combf  ■ 

*   Archbifhop  King. 

•\  A  flree:  famous  for  Woollen  Manufa«5lures» 

We'll 
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We  '11  rig  from  Meath-flreet  Egypt's  haughty  queen> 

And  Antony  fhali  court  her  in  ratteen. 

In  bi'ue  Jhalloon  fhall  Hannibal  be  clad, 

Aud  Scipio  trail  an  \xx\\\  purple  plaid. 

In  driiggit  dreft,  of  thirteen  pence  a  yard. 

See  Philio's  fon  amidfl:  his  Perlian  p-uard; 

Afid  proud  Roxana,  iir'd  with  jealous  rage. 

With  fifty  yards  of  crape  fhall  {-.veep  the  flage. 

In  fhort,  our  kings  and  princelTes  within 

Are  all  refolv'd  this  proje*ft  to  begin; 

And  you,  our  fubjecls,  when  you  here  refort, 

Muft  imitate  the  fafhion  of  the  Court. 

Ohl  could  I  fee  this  audience  clad  hnjli-ff. 
Though  money  's  fcarce,  we  ihould  have  ti-ade  enougli; 
But  cbinixc,  brocades,  and  lace,  take  all  away. 
And  fcarce  a  crown  is  left  to  fee  a  play. 
Perhaps  ycu  wonder  whence  this  friendfhip  fpringg 
Between  the  Weavers  and  us  Play-houfe  Kings  ; 
But  Wit  and  Weaving  had  the  fame  beginning ; 
Pallas  firH  taught  us  Poetry  and  S  pinning : 
And,  next,  obferve  how  this  alliance  fits. 
For  Weavers  now  are  jufl  as  poor  as  Wits: 
Their  brother  quill-men,  workers  for  the  llage. 
For  forry y?:^' can  get  a  crown  a  page; 
But  Weavers  will  be  kinder  to  the  Players, 
And  fell  for  twenty-pence  a  yard  of  theirs. 
And,  to  your  knowledge,  there  is  often  lefs  in 
The  Poet's  wit,  tlian  in  the  Player's  di^-efTing. 
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A     POEM,      BY      DR.     DELANY, 
On  the  preceding  Prologue  and  Epilogue. 

**  Fcemineo  generi  tribuantur." 

THE  Mufes,  whom  the  richell  filks  array, 
Refufe  to  fling  their  fhining  gowns  away : 
The  pencil  clothes  the  Nine  in  bright  brocades. 
And  gives  each  colour  to  the  piftur'd  maids ; 
Far  above  mortal-drefs  the  filters  fhine. 
Pride  in  their  Indian  robes,  andmuft  be  fine. 
And  Ihall  two  Eards  in  concert  rhyme  and  hufFr 
And  fret  thefe  Mufes  with  their  Play-houfe  ftufi;> 

The  JPlayer  in  mimic  piety  may  llorm. 
Deplore  the  Comb,  and  bid  her  Heroes  arm: 
The  arbitrary  mob,  in  paltry  rage. 
May  curfs  the  Belies  and  Chintzes  of  the  age : 
Yet  ftili  the  Artift  Worm  her  Silk  fnall  fhare. 
And  fpin  her  thread  of  life  in  fervice  of  the  fair. 

The  Cotton-plant,  whom  fatire  cannot  blail. 
Shall  bloom  the  favourite  of  thefe  realms,  and  kit  |: 
Like  yours,  ye  Fair,  her  fame  from  cenfure  grows>. 
Prevails  in  charms,  and  glares  above  her  foes : 
Your  injur 'd  plant  ihall  meet  a  loud  defence. 
And  be  the  emblem  of  your  innocence. 

Some  Bard,  perhaps,  whofe  landlord  was  a  Weaver, 
Penn'd  the  low  Prologue,  to  return  a  favour  : 
Some  neighbour  Wit,  that  would  be  in  the  vogue, 
Work'd  with  his  friend,  and  wove  the  Epilogue. 

Who 
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Who  weaves  the  chaplet,  or  provides  the  bays. 

For  fuch  Wool-gathering  Sonnetteers  as  thefe? 

Hence  then,  ye  home-fpun  Witlings,  that  perfuadc 

Mifs-Chloe  to  the  fafhion  of  her  maid. 

Shall  the  <vjtde  Hoop,  that  ftandard  of  the  town,- 

Thus  aft  fubfervient  to  a  PopHn  Gown  ? 

Who  'd  fmell  of  wool  all  over  ?  *Tis  enough 

The  under-petticoat  be  made  of  iluff. 

Lord  !  to  be  wrapt  in  flannel  juft  in  May,  "j^ 

When  the  fields  drefs'd  in  flowers  appear  fo  gay!       > 

And  fliall  not  Mifs  htjlcnver^d  as  well  as  they?  3 

In  what  v/eak  colours  would  the  plaid  appear, 
Work'd  to  a  quiit,  or  lludded  in  a  chair ! 
The  ikin,  that  vies  with  filk,  would  fret  with  ftulF^ 
Or  who  could  bear  in  bed  a  thing  fo  rough? 
Ye  knowing  Fair,  how  eminent  that  bed, 
W^here  the  Cliintze  diamonds  with  the  Silken  Thread;- 
Where  ruftling  curtains  call  the  curious  eye. 
And  boail  the  ftreaks  and  paintings  of  the  fky  1 
Of  flosks  they  'd  have,  your  milky  ticking  full; 
And  all  this  for  the  benefit  of  wool ! 

*^  But   where,"    fay  they,  '*  fhall  we  bellow  thefc 
'*  Weavers, 
''  That  fpreadour  ftreets,  and  are  fuch  piteous  craver 
The  Silk-worms  (brittle  beings!)  prone  to  fate. 
Demand  their  care  to  make  their  webs  complete: 
Thefe  may  they  tend,  their  promifes  receive; 
We  cannot  pay  toa  much  for  what  they  give ! 


sr'» 
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ON      GAULSTOWN    HOUSE. 
BY      DR.      DELANY*. 

)  '  I  ^IS  To  Old,  and  fo  ugly,  and  yet  fo  convenient, 

A      You  're  fometimes  in  plealure,  though  often  i.i 

pain  in 't : 

Tis  fo  large,  you  may  lodge  a  few  friends  with  eafs  in  't; 
You  may  turn  and  ftretch  at  your  length  if  you  pleafe 


m't: 


*Ti5  fo  little,  the  family  live  in  a  prefs  in  't. 
And  poor  Lady  Betty f  has  fcarcc  room  to  crefs  in  't; 
'Tis  (o  cold  in  the  v/inter,  you  can't  bear  to  lie  in  't ; 
And  fo  hot  in  the  fummer,  you  're  ready  to  fry  in  't : 
''Tis  fo  brittle,  'twould  fcarce  bear  the  weight  of  a  tun; 
Yet  fo  ftaunch,  that  it  keeps  out  a  great  deal  of  fun : 
'Ti:   fo   crazy,    the   weather    v/.'th   eafe   beats    quite 

through  it, 
And  you  're  forc'd  every  year  in  fome  part  to  renew  it. 
*Tis  fo  ugly,  fo  ufefal,  fo  big,  and  fo  little  ; 
'Tis  (o  ilaunch,  and  io  crazy,  fo  ftrong,  and  fo  brittle  j 
'Tij  at  one  time  fo  net,  and  another  fo  coldj 
It  is  part  of  the  new,  and  part  of  the  old  ; 
It  h  juit  half  a  blefTmg,  and  jufl:  half  a  curfe — 
I  wifh  then,  dear  George,  it  were  better  or  worfe. 

*  The  feat  of  George  RocL'fort,  efq.  (father  to  the  Enrl  of 
Belvidert!);  v/hore  Dr.  Sv/ift  and  an  agreeable  fee  of  friends  fpent 
part  of  the  fummcr  of  172 1. 

■f  Daughter  to  the  Earl  of  Drogheda,  and  the  wife  of  Mr. 
Rochfort. 

VoL.XLII.  Q,  THE 
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THE      COUNTRY-LIFEo 

Part  of  a  Summer  fpent  at  Gaulstown-House. 

THALIA,  tell  in  fober  lays, 
Hc'.vGeorge*,Nimf,Dan]:,Dean§,pafs  their  days; 
And,  fhould  our  Gaulftown's  art. grow  fallow. 
Yet  Neget  quis  cay?nina  GpJIq? 

Here  (by  the  way)  by  Gallus  mean  I  ^ 

Not  Sheridan,  but  friend  Delany. 
Begin,  my  Mufc.     Firil  from  our  bowers 
We  fally  forth  at  different  hours ; 
At  feven  the  Dean,  in  night-gown  dreft. 
Goes  round  the  houfe  to  wake  the  reft ;  '10 

At  nine,  grave  Nim,  and  George  facetious. 
Go  to  the  Dean,  to  read  Lucretius ; 
At  ten,  my  Lady  comes  and  hedlors. 
And  kiffes  George,  and  ends  our  ledlures ; 
And  v/hen  (lie  has  him  by  the  neck  faft,  r  |-^ 

Halls  him,  and  fcolds  us  down  to  breakfaft. 
'  We  {quander'  there  an  hour  or  more. 
And  then  all  hands,  boys,  to  the  oar; 
All,  heteroclite  Dan  except. 
Who  neither  time  nor  order  kept,  30 

*  Mr.  Rochfort. 

•\  His  brother,    Mr.  John  Rochfort,  who  was  called  Nimrod, 
fc'om  his  great  attachment  to  the  chace, 

\  Rev.  Daniel  Jackfon,  .§  Dr.  Swift. 

But, 
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Eat,  by  peculiar  whimfiss  drav.T., 
Peeps  in  the  ponds  to  Icok  for  fpawn; 
O'erfces  the  work,  or  Dragon*  rows, 
T>r  mars  a  text,  or  ir.er^ds  his  hofe ; 
Or — but  proceed  we  in  our  journal—  2^ 

At  two,  or  after,  we  return  ail : 
From  the  four  elements  afTembling, 
Vv''arn'd  by  the  bell,  all  folks  come  trembling: 
From  airy  garrets  fome  de^cevA, 

Some  from  the  lake's  remoteil  end:  3© 

My  Lord|  and  Dean  the  fire  forfake  ; 
-Dan  leaves  the  earthly  fpade  and  rake  : 
The  loiterers  quake,  no  comer  hides  them. 
And  Lady  Bett}'  foundly  chides  them. 
Now  water  *s  brought,  and  dinner  's  done:  j^ 

AVith  "  Church  and  King"  the  lady  's  gone; 
(Not  reckoning  half  an  hour  we  pafs 
In  talking  o'er  a  moderate  glafs). 
•Dan,  growing  drowfy,  like  a  tliief 
Steals  oil  to  dofe  away  his  beef;  ^9 

And  this  muil  pafs  for  reading  Hammond- 
While  George  and  Dean  go  to  backgammon, 
George,  Nim,  and  Dean,  (et  out  at  four. 
And  then  again,  beys,  to  the  oar. 
But  when  the  fun  goes  to  the  deep,  ^^ 

(Not  to  difturb  him  in  his  fleep, 

*   A  fmall  boat  fo  called. 

■f  Mr.  Rochforfj  father  was  Lord  Chief  Baron  of  tJie  Exchc- 
3'vior  Id  Ireland. 

Qji  Or 


atJ? 


S'W  IT  T'S     P  OEM  S. 


Or  make  a  rumbling  o'er  his  head. 
His  candle  out,  and  he  a-bed) 
We  watch  his  motions  to  a  minute. 
And  leave  the  flood  when  he  goes  in  ito 
Now  ilinted  in  the  fhortening  day,  ' 

We  go  to  prayers,  an4>  then  to  play. 
Till  fupper  comes ;  and  after  that 
We  fit  an  hour  to  drink  and  chat. 
'Tis  late — the  old  and  younger  pairs, 
By  Adam*  lighted,  walk  up  Hairs. 
The  weary  Dean  goes  to  his  chamber; 
And  Nim  and  Dan  to  garret  climber. 
So  when  the-cirde  we  have  run, 
The  curtain  falls,  and  all  is  done. 

I  might  have  mention'd  feveral  fads. 
Like  epiibdes- between  the  adls; 
And  tell  who  lofes^  and  who  wins. 
Who  gets  a  cold,  who  breaks  his  ihins ; 
Kow  Dan  caught  nothing  in  his  net. 
And  how  the  boat  was  overfet. 
For  brevity  I  have  retrench'd 
How  in  the  lake  die  Dean  v.'as  drench'd : 
It  would  be  an  exploit  to  brag  on, 
Kow  valiant  George  rode  o*er  the  Dragon; 
How  (Icady  in  the  llorm  he  fat. 
And  fav'd  his  oar,  but  lofl  his  hat : 
Now  Nim  (no  hunter  e'er  could  match  him) 
StkU  brings  U5  hares,  when  he  can  catch  them; 

*  The  butler. 
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How  fkilfuily  Dan  mends  hb  nstsf.  75 

How  fortune  fails  liim  when  he  fets : 

Or  how  the  Dean  deliq-hts  tovex 

The  ladies,  and  lampoon  their  fex. 

I  might  have  told  how  oft'  Dean  Percivale 

Difplays  his  pedantry  unmerciful;  go 

How  haughtily  he  cocks  his  nofe. 

To  tell  what  every  fchooi-boy  knows  ; 

And  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb, 

Explaining>  fcrikes  oppcfers  dumb :, 

But  now  there  needs  no  more  be  faid  on  't,  ,  85 

Nor  how  his  wife,  that  female  pedant. 

Shews  all  her  fecrets  of  lioufe-keeping ; 

For  candles  how  (he  trucks  her  dripping ; 

^Vas  forc'd  to  fend  three  miles  for  yeaft. 

To  brew  her  ale,  and  raife  her  paile ;  go 

Tells  every  thing  that  you  can  think  of. 

How  fhe  cur'd  Charly  of  the  chin  -cough ; 

What  gave  her  brats  and  pigs  the  meafles. 

And  how  her  doves  were  kill'd  by  weafels ;_. 

How  Jowler  hov/l'd,  and  what  a  fright  qe 

She  had  with  dreams  the  other  ni^lit. 

But  nov/,  fince  I  have  gone  fo  far  on, 
A  word  or  two  of  Lord  Chief  Baron; 
And  tell  how  little  weight  h^  fets 
On  all  Vv^iiig  papers  and  Gazettes;  1 00 

But  for  the  polidcs  of  Pue, 
Tininks  every  fyilable  is  true. 
And  fmce  he  owns  the  King  of  Sweden 
Is  dead  at  Lift,  without  evading, 

Q.  3  New 
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Now  all  his  hopes  are  in  the  Czar:  IC5 

'*  Why,  Mafcovy  is  not  fo  far: 

*'  Dos^Ti  the  Black  Sea,  and  up  tlie  Streights, 

**  And  in  a  month  he  's  at  your  gates; 

**  Perhaps,  from  what  the  packet  brings, 

*'  By  Chriftmas  we  fhall  fee  ftrange  things.'*  1 10 

Why  -fhould  I  tell  of  ponds  and  drains. 

What  carps  we  met  with  for  our  pains ; 

Of  fparrows  tam'd,  and  nuts  in^iumerable 

To  choak  the  girls,  and  to  ccmfame  a  rabble  ? 

But  you,  who  are  a  fcholar,  know  115 

How  tranfient  all  things  are  below. 

How  prone  to  change  is  human  life ! 

Lafc  night  arriv'd  Clem*  and  his  wife — 

This  grand  event  hath  broke  our  meafures; 

Their  reign  began  with  cruel  feizures :  12® 

The  Dean  mull  with  his  quilt  (apply 

The  bed  in  which  thofe  tyrants  lie : 

Nim  loft  his  wig-block,  Dan  his  Jordan 

(My  lady  f.iys,  fhe  can't  afford  one) ; 

Georp-e  is  haif-fcar'd  out  of  his  wits,  isc: 

For  Clem  g2ts  all  the  dainty  bits. 

Henceforth  expevt  a  different  fun^ey. 

This  houfe  will  foon  turn  topfy-turvey : 

They  talk  of  further-  alterations. 

Which  caufes  many  fpecu'ations.  J  30 

*  Mr.  Clemer.t  Barry. 
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T  K  0  M  A  S      S  FT  E  R  I  D  A  N,      CLERK; 

TO  GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN,  ESQ^ 
July  15,  1721,  at  night. 

I'D  have  you  t-  know,  George*,  Danf ,  Deant,  and 
Nim§, , 
That  I  've  learned  how  verfe  t'  compofe  trim. 
Much  better  b'  half  th'a  you,  n'r  you,  n'r  him. 
And  th't  I  'd  rid'cule  their  'nd  your  flam-fiim. 
Ay'  b't  then,  p'rhaps,  fays  you,  t's  a  m'rry  whim 
With  'bundance  of  mark'd  notes  i'  th'  rim. 
So  th't  1  ought  n't  for  t'  be  morofe  'nd  t'  look  grim,  . 
Think  n't  your  'p'file  put  m'  in  a  meagrim ; 
Though  'n  rep't't'on  day,  I  'ppear  ver'  llim, 
Th'  laft  bowl  't  Kelfnam's  did  m'  head  t'  fwim,  . 
So  th't  I  h'd  man'  aches  'n  'v'ry  fcrubb'd  limb, 
Caufe  th'  top  of  th'  bowl  I  Ir  d  oft  u-s'd  t'  ikini ; 
And  b'ndes  D'hn'  fwears  th'tl  hMfwailV/M  f 'v'r'l  brim- 
mers, 'nd  that  my  vis'ge  *s  cover'd  o'er  with  r'd  pim- 
ples :  m'r'o'er   though   m'    fcuil  were    (s'  tis  n't)    's 

ftrong's  tim- 
ber, 't   muft  have  ak'd.      Th'  clans  of  tli'  c'Uedge 

Sanh'drim, 

Pres'nt  the'r  humbl'  and  'fecl'nate  refpeds ;  that 's  t'  fay, 
D'Jan',    'chlin,    P.    Ludl',  Die'    St'vvart,  H'lmarn^, 

capt'n  P'rr'  Walmfl',  'nd  Longdi'rJ^  Timmjl. 

*  Gco-Rcchfort.  -|-  Iv!r.  Jackfcn, 

1  Dr.  S'.vifr.  §  J.  Rrchfort. 

|1  Dr.  James  Stopfcrd,  afterwards  b!ihcp  ofCJcyr.e. 

0^4  GECRG3J. 
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GE0RGE-NI]\1-DAN-DEAN'S  ANSWER. 

DEAR  Sheridan!  a  gen'Je  pair 
Of  Gauiflown  lads  (for  fuch  they  are), 
Befides  a  brace  of  grave  divines. 
Adore  the  fmoothnefs  of  thy  lines; 
Smooth  as  cur  bafon's  fih-er  fic-od. 
Ere  George  had  rcbb'd  it  of  its  mud; 
Smoother  than  Pegafiis'  old  fhoe. 
Ere  Vulcan  comes  to  m.ake  him  new. 
The  board  on  which  we  fet  our  a — s, 
is  not  fo  fmooth  as  are  thy  vcrfss, 
Compar'd  with  which  (and  that  's  enough) 
A  fmoothing-iron  itfelf  is  rough. 
Nor  praife  I  lefs  that  circumcifion. 
By  modern  poets  calPd  elifion. 
With  v/hich,  in  proper  ftation  plac'd, 
Thv  polifli'd  lines  are  Hrmlv  brac'd. 
Thi!5  a  wife  taylor  is  not  pinching, 
Bat  turns  at  every  fenm  an  inch  in; 
Or  ehe.  be  fure,  your  broad-cloth  breeches 
^Vil:  ne'er  be  fmooth,  nor  hold  their  Hitches ► 
T'hy  verfe,  like  bricks,  defy  the  weather, 
When  fmooth'd  by  rubbing  them  together; 
Thy  words  fo  clofely  v/edg'd  and  fhcrt  are 
Tike  v.-alls,  more  laiiing  without  mortar  : 
By  leaving  out  the  needlefs  vowels. 
You  fave  th^  charge  of  iiinc  and  trowels. 


One 
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One  letter  ftill  another  locks. 

Each  groov'd  and  dove-taii'd  like  a  box* 

Thy  Mufe  is  tuckt-up  and  fuccindl; 

In  chains  thy  fyllables  are  linkt ; 

Thy  words  together  ty'd  in  fmall  hanks, 

Clofe  as  the  Macedonian  phalanx; 

Or  like  the  umbo  of  the  Romans, 

Which  fiercefl  foes  could  break  by  no  means. 

The  critick  to  his  grief  will  find, 

How  firmly  thefe  indentures  bind. 

So,  in  the  kindred  painter's  art. 

The  fliortening  is  the  niceft  part. 

Philologers  of  future  ages. 
How  will  they  pore  upon  thy  pages !  * 

Nor  will  they  dare  to  break  the  joints. 
But  help  thee  to  be  read  with  points : 
Or  elfe,  to  fhew  their  learned  labour,  you 
May  backward  be  perus'd  like  Hebrew, 
W^here  they  need  not  lofe  a  bit 
Or  of  thy  harmony  or  wit. 
To  make  a  work  completely  fine. 
Number  and  weight  and  meafure  join ; 
Then  all  mufl  grant  your  lines  are  weighty, 
\Vhere  thirty  we'gh  as  much  as  eighty. 
All  mull  allow  your  numbers  more. 
Where  twenty  lines  exceed  fourfcore ; 
Nor  can  we  think  your  meafure  fnort. 
Where  lefs  than  forty  fill  a  quart. 
With  Alexandrian  in  the  clofe. 
Long,  long,  long,  long,  like  Dan's  long  nofe. 

GEORGE^ 
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GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN'S  INVITATION 

TO     THOMAS     SHERIDAN. 

Gaulftown,  Aug.  2J,  1721. 

DE  A  R  Tcm,  this  verfe,  wlilch  however  the  be- 
ginning may  appear,  yet  in  the  end"*  s  good  metre  ^ 
Is  fentto  defire  that,  when  your  Auguil  vacation  comes, 

yOM):  friefids you  \i  meet  here. 
For  why  fhould  yoa  flay  in  tliat  filthy  hole,  I  mean  the 

city  jo  fmoakyy 
When  you  have  not  one  friend  left  in  town,    or  at  leaft 

net  one  that  's  nvitty,  to  joke  'vj^  ye? 
For,  as  for  honeft  John*,  though  I  'm  not  fare  on  't, 

yet  I  '11  be  hang'd,  lejl  he 
Be  gone  down  to  the  county  of  Wexford  with  that  great 

peer  the  Lord  AngJefey. 
Oh !  but  I  forgot ;  perhaps,  by  this  time,  you  may  have 

one  come  to  town,  but  I  don't  know  whether  he  be 

friend  ox  foe  y  Delany  : 
But,  however,  if  he  be  come,  bring  him  dov/n,   and 

you  (hall  go  back  in  a  fortnight,  for  I  know  there  '.s 

na  delaying  ye. 
Oh!  I  forgot  too;  I  believe  there  may  be  one  more  :  I 

mean  that  great  fat  joker, />/>,f^  Helfoam^  he 

That  wrote  the  prologue f,   and  if  you  ftay  with   him, 

depend  O-i  't,  in  the  end,  he  HI  Jhamye, 

Bring 

*  Suppofed  to  be  Dr.  Walmfley. 

•j-  Or.e  fpoken  by  youP'  Putland,  in  272C>    before  Hippolytus; 
in  whicli.  Dr.  Sherid  \  written  a  prologue  for  the  occa- 

fion) 


GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN'S  INVITATION.    235 

Bring  down  Long  Shanks  Jim  too;  but,   now   I  think 

on  't,  he  's  not  yet  come  from  Courtonvn,  i f^>''^y  '■> 
For  I  heard,   a  month  ago,    that  he   was  down  there 

2i-courting Jly  Nancy. 
However,  bring  down  yourfelf,  and  you  bring  down  all; 

for,  to  fay  it  n.ve  may  'venture. 
In  thee  Delany's  fpleen,  John's  mirth,  Helfham's  jokes, 

and  the  foft  foal  of  amorous  Jetmny,  center. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

I  had  forgot  to  defire  you  to  bring  down  what  I  fay  you 

have,  and  you  •'11  believe  me  as  fure   as  a  gun,  and 

ovun  it ', 
I  mean,  what  no  other  mortal  in  the  univerfe  can  boaft 

of,  your  own  fpirit  oi pun,  and  r.von  'Ujit. 
And  now  I  hope  you  '11  excufe  this  rhyming,  which  X 

mud  fay  is  (though  written  fomewhat  at  large)  trim 

and  clean ; 
A.nd  fo  I  conclude,  with  humble  refpecls  as  ufual.  Your 

moft  dutiful  and  obedient 

George-Nim-Dan-Dean. 

fion)  was  moft  unexpe^fledly  and  egregioufly  laughed  a^.  Fot'i 
the  prologues  are  printed  in  the  "  Supplement  :o  SwiiVs 
Works."     N. 
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TO    GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN,    Efq. 

Upon  his  incomparable  Verses,  &c> 

By  Dr.  Delany,  in  Sheridan's  Name*. 

HAIL,  human  compound  qiiadrifarious. 
Invincible  as  Wight  Eriareus ! 
Hail  I  doubiy-doubled  mighty  merry  one. 
Stronger  than  triple-body'd  Geryon  I 
O  may  your  vafmefs  deign  t'  excufe 
The  praifes  of  a  puny  Mufe, 
Unable,  in  her  utmoU:  flight. 
To  reach  thy  huge  Colofiian  height. 
T*  attempt  to  write  like  thee  were  frantic, 
Whofe  lines  are,  like  thyfelf,  gigantic. 
Yet  let  me  blefs,  in  humbler  ftrain. 
Thy  vaft,  thy  bold  Cambyfian  vein, 
Pour'd  out  t'  enrich  thy  native  iile. 
As  Egypt  wont  to  be  with  Nile. 
Oh,  ho.v  I  joy  to  fee  thee  wander. 
In  many  a  winding  loofe  meander. 
In  circling  mazes,  fmooth  and  fupple. 
And  ending  in  a  clink  quadruple  j 
Loud,  yet  agreeable  withal, 
I^ike  rivers  rattling  in  their  fall ! 
Thine,  fuse,  is  poetry  divine. 
Where  wit  and  majefty  combine; 


*  Thefe  were  all  vviitten  in  ciicles. 
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Vv^iere  every  line,  as  hn^s  as  fcven, 
Ifftretch'd  in  length,  would  reach  to  Heaven: 
Here  all  comparing  would  be  flandcring. 
The  leail  is  more  than  Alexandrine. 

Againft  thy  verfe  Time  fees  with  pain. 
He  whets  his  en\'iou3  fcythe  in  vain  j 
For,  though  from  thee  he  much  may  pare. 
Yet  much  thou  ilill  wilt  have  to  foare. 

J. 

Thou  hafl  alone  the  ikill  to  feail 
With  Roman  elegance  of  tafle. 
Who  hafl  of  rhymes  as  vail  refources 
As  Pompey's  caterer  of  courfes. 

Oh  thou,  of  all  the  Nine  infpir'd! 
My  languid  foul,  with  teaching  tir'd. 
Plow  is  it  raptur'd,  when  it  thinks 
On  thy  harmonious  fet  of  clinks ; 
Each  anfwerin^  each  in  various  rhymes. 
Like  Echo  to  St.  Patrick's  chimes ! 

Thy  Mufe,  majeiHc  in  her  rage. 
Moves  like  Statira  on  the  ftage ; 
And  fcarceiy  can  one  page  fuilain 
The  length  of  fuch  a  flowing  train : 
Her  train,  of  variegated  dye. 
Shews  like  Thaumantia*s  in  the  iky ; 
Alike  they  glow,  alike  they  pleafe. 
Alike  impreft  by  Phcebus'  rays. 

Thy  verfe — (Ye  Gods!  I  cannot  bear  it) 
To  what,  to  what  fhall  I  compare  it  ? 
'Tis  like,  what  I  have  oft'  heard  fpokc  on. 
The  famous  ftatue  of  Laocoon. 
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'Tis  like — O  yes,  'tis  very  like  it. 

The  long,  long  ftring,  with  which  you  fly  kite. 

'Tis  like  what  you,  and  one  or  two  more. 

Roar  to  your  Echo*  in  good-humour ; 

And  every  couplet  thou  hall  writ 

Conclude  like  B.attah-nx:hittah--vjhit\ . 

To   Mr.  THOMAS    SHERIDAN. 
"Upon  his  Verles  written  in  Circles.  By  Pr.  Swift, 

IT  never  was  known  that  circular  letters, 
By  humble  companions,  were  fent  to  thdr  betters ; 
And,  as  to  the  fubjecl,  our  judgement,  meherc'lc. 
Is  this,  that  you  argue  like  fools  in  a  circle. 
But  now  for  your  verfes;  we  tell  you,  imprimis y 
The  fegment  fo  large  'twixt  your  reafon  and  rhyme  13, 
That  we  walk  all  about,  like  a  horfe  in  a  pound. 
And,  before  we  find  either,  cur  noddles  turn  round. 
Sufficient  it  were,  one  would  think,  in  your  mad  rant> 
To  give  us  your  meafares  of  line  by  a  quadrant. 
But  we  took  our  dividers,  and  found  your  d — n'd  metre. 
In  each  lingle  verfe  took  up  a  diameter. 
But  how,  Mr.  Sheridan,  came  you  to  venture 
George,  Dan,  Dean,  andNim,  to  place  in  the  centre^  ? 
'TwHl  appear,  to  your  coll,  you  are  fairly  trepann'd* 
For  the  chord  of  your  circle  is  now  in  their  hand ; 

*  At  Gaulftown  there  Is  a  remarkably  famous  echo. 
•\  An  alloficn  to  the  found  produced  by  the  echo. 


,J  Their  figures  were  in  the  centre  of  the  -verfes. 
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The  chord,  or  tlie  radius,  it  matters  not  whether. 
By  which  your  jade  Pegafu?,  nxt  in  a  tether. 
As  her  betters  are  us'd,  fhail  be  laili'd  round  the  ring. 
Three  fellows  with  whips,  and  the  Dean  holds  the  firing. 
Will  Hancock  declares,  you  are  out  of  your  compafs. 
To  encroach  on  his  art  by  v/riting  of  bombafs;^ 
And  has  taken  jull  now  a  ilrm  refelution 
To  anfvver  your  ftyle  without  circumlocution. 

Lady  Betty*  prefents  you  her  fervice  moil  humble. 
And  is  not  afraid  your  word: ip  v.dll  grum.ble. 
That  fne  makes  of  your  verfes  a  hoop  for  Mifs  Tamf , 
Which  is  all  at  prefent ;  and  fo  I  rem.ain— 


On'Df.  SHERIDAN'S  Circular  Verses: 
By     Mr.     GEORGE     R  O  C  H  F  O  R  T« 

WITH  mulick  and  poetry  equally  bleft, 
A  bard  thus  Apollo  mod  humbly  addrefl: 
"  Great  Author  of  harmony,  verfes,  and  light  I 
"  AfTifted  by  thee,  I  both  fiddle  and  write, 
"  Yet  unheeded  I  fcrape,  or  I  fcribble  all  day ; 
*'  My  verfe  is  negledled,  rny  tune  's  thrown  away. 
'*  Thy  fubftitute  here,  Vice-ApoUot,  difdains 
**  To  volich  for  my  numbers,  or  lift  to  my  ftrains; 

« 

*  The  lady  of  George  Rochfort,  Efq. 

•f  Mifs  Thomafon,  Lady  Betty's  daughter. 

X  See  **  Apcilo  to  the  Dean/'  p.  igc. 

'/  Thy 
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"  Thy  manual  fignet  refufes  to  put 
*'  To  the  airs  1  produce  from  the  pen  or  the  gut. 
*'  Be  thou  then  propitious,  great  Phcebus ;  and  grant 
*'  Relief,  or  reward,  to  my  merit,  or  want, 
"  Though  the  Dean  and  Delany  tranfcendently  (hinc, 
"  O  brighten  one  folo  or  fonnet  of  mine  ! 
*'  With  them  I  'm  content  thou  lliould'ilmake  thy  abode : 
'*  Eut  vifit  thy  fervant  in  jig  or  in  ode. 
'*  Make  cne  work  immortal ;  'tis  all  I  requef^.'* 
Apollo  look'd  pleas'd;  and,  refolving  to  jeft, 
Reply'd,  "  Honefl  friend,  I  've  confidcr'd  thy  cafe; 
**  Nor  dillike  thy  well-meaning  and  humourous  face. 
**  Thy  petition  I  grant:  the  boon  is  not  great: 
*'  Thy  works  faall  continue ;  and  here  's  the  receipt. 
*'  On  rondeaus  hereafter  thy  fiddle-ftringsfpend: 
*'  Write  vcrfes  in  circles;  they  never  fhall  end."    . 


ON    DAN    JACKSON'S     PICTURE, 

CUT     IN     SILK     AND     PAPER. 

TO  fair  Lady  Betty,  Dan  fat  fc-r  his  picture, 
Anddefy'dher  to  draw  him  fo oft'  as  he/»/j«Vher. 
He  knew  (he  'd  no  pencil  or  colouring  by  her. 
And  therefore  he  thought  he  might  fafely  defy  her. 
Come  fit,  fays  my  Lady ;  then  whips  up  her  fcifiar. 
And  cuts  out  his  coxcomb  in  fiik  in  a  trice.  Sir.  , 
Dan  fat  with  attention,  and  faw  with  furprize 
How  fhe  lengthen'd  his  chin,  how  ihe  hoUow'd  his  eyes ; 
But  flatter'd  himfelf  with  a  fecret  conceit. 
That  his  thin  lantern  jaws  all  her  art  v/ould  defeat. 

Lady 


ON  DAN  JACKSON'S  PICTURE.      241 

Lady  Betty  obfcrv'd  it,  then  pulls  out  a  pin. 
And  varies  the  grain  of  the  ftufF  to  his  grin ; 
And,  to  make  roafted  filk  to  refemble  his  raw-bone. 
She  rais'd  up  a  thread  to  the  jet  of  his  jaw-bone; 
Till  at  length  in  exadeft  proportion  he  rofe. 
From  the  crown  of  his  head  to  the  arch  of  his  nofe. 
And  if  Lady  Betty  had  drawn  him  with  wig  and  all, 
^Tis  certain  the  copy  had  out-done  the  original. 

Well,  that 's  but  my  outfide,  fays  Dan  with  a  vapour. 
Say  you  fo,  fays  my  Lady ;  I  've  lin'd  it  wth  paper. 

Patr.  D el a-s y /cu//), 

ON    THE     SAME     PICTURE. 

CLARISSA  draws  her  fcifTars  from  the  cafe. 
To  draw  the  lines  of  poor  Dan  Jackfon's  face. 
One  floping  cut  made  forehead,  nofe,  and  chin; 
A  nick  produc'd  a  mouth,  and  made  him  grin. 
Such  as  in  taylors'  meafure  you  have  feen. 
But  Hill  were  wanting  his  grimalkin  eyes. 
For  which  grey  Vv^orfted-llocking  paint  fupplies. 
Th'  unrav^l'd  thread  through  needle's  eye  convey'd 
Transferr'd  itfelf  into  his  paft-^-board  head. 
How  came  the,  fcilTars  to  be  thus  out-done  ? 
The  needle  had  an  eye,  and  they  had  none« 
O  wondrous  force  of  art !  now  look  at  Dan — 
You  '11  fwear  the  pafte-board  was  the  better  man. 
**  The  devil!"  fays  he,  "  the  head  is  not  fo  fulll'* 
Indeed  it  is — behold  the  paper  fkull. 

Tho.  Sheridan  y2-.7-^. 
Vol.  XLII.  R  ON 
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ON    THE     SAME     PICTURE. 

DAN'S  evil  genius  in  a  trice 
Had  ftripp'd  liim  of  his  coin  at  dice. 
Chloe,  obferving  this  difgrace. 
On  Pam  cut  out  his  rueful  face. 
By  G — ,  fays  Dan,  'tis  very  hard. 
Cut  out  at  dice,  cut  out  at  card ! 

G.  R0CHF0RTy?«i^ 

ON    THE     SAME    PICTURE. 

WHILST  you  three  merry  poets  traffic 
To  give  us  a  defcription  graphic 
Of  Dan's  large  nofe  in  modern  Sapphic; 

J  fpend  my  time  in  making  Sermons, 
Or  writing  libels  on  the  Germans, 
Or  murmuring  at  Vv^'higs'  preferments. 

But  vy^hen  I  would  fmd  rhyme  for  Rochfort, 
And  look  in  Enghfli,  French,  and  Scotch  for  % 
At  laft  I  'm  fairly  forc'd  to  botch  for  't. 

Did  Lady  Betty  recolledl  her. 

And  tell,  who  was  it  could  dire£l  her 

To  draw  the  face  of  fuch  a  fpedre. 

I  mull  confefs,  that  as  to  me.  Sirs, 
Though  I  ne'er  faw  her  hold  the  fciiTars, 
I  now  could  fafely  fwear  it  is  hers. 
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'Tis  true,  no  nofe  could  come  in  better ; 
'Tis  a  vaft  fubjed  lluiF'd  with  matter. 
Which  all  may  handle,  none  can  flatter. 

Take  courage,  Dan;  this  plainly  fhows. 
That  not  the  wifeft  mortal  knows 
Wliat  fortune  may  befall  his  nofe. 

Shew  me  the  brighteil:  Irilh  toaft. 
Who  from  her  lover  e'er  could  boail 
Above  a  long,  or  t\vo  at  moH ; 

For  thee  three  poets  now  are  drudging  all 

To  praife  the  cheeks,  chin,  nofe,  the  bridge  and  all. 

Both  of  the  piflure  and  original. 

Thy  nofe's  length  and  fame  extend 
So  far,  dear  Dan,  that  every  friend 
Tries  who  (hall  have  it  by  the  end. 

And  future  poets,  as  they  rife. 
Shall  read  with  envy  and  furprife 
Thy  nofe  outihining  Cslia's  eyes. 

Jon.  Swift. 

DAN    JACKSON'S    DEFENCE. 

*'  My  verfe  little  better  you  '11  find  than  my  face  is, 
*'  A  word  to  the  wKe.—'Ut  pi^ura  f>o'J/Is,'^ 

'"^""^HREE  merry  lads,  with  envy  ftung, 
JL      Becaufe  Dan's  face  is  better  hung, 
Combin'd  in  verfe  to  rhyme  it  down. 
And  in  its  place  fet  up  their  own ; 

*    R2  A? 
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As  if  they  'd  run  it  down  much  better 

By  number  of  their  feet  in  metre. 

Or  that  its  red  did  caufe  their  foite. 

Which  made  them  draw  in  black  and  white. 

Be  that  as  'twill,  this  is  mofi:  true. 

They  were  infpir'd  by  what  they  drew. 

Let  them  fuch  criticks  know,  my  face 

Gives  them  their  comehnefs  and  grace : 

Whilfi  every  line  of  face  does  bring 

A  line  of  grace  to  what  they  fing. 

But  yet,  methinks,  though  v/ith  difgrace 

Both  to  the  picture  and  the  face, 

I  ihould  name  them  who  do  rehearfe 

The  flory  of  the  pidlure-farce ; 

The  Squire,  in  French  as  hard  as  Hone, 

Or  ftrong  as  rock,  that  's  all  as  one. 

On  face,  on  cards  is  very  briik.  Sirs, 

Becaufe  on  them  you  play  at  whifk.  Sirs. 

But  much  I  wonder,  why  my  crany 

Should  envy'd  be  by  De-el-any : 

And  yet  much  more,  that  half-name  fake 

Should  join  a  party  in  the  freak  ; 

For  fure  I  am  it  was  not  fafe 

Thus  to  abufe  his  better  half. 

As  I  fhall  prove  you,  Dan,  to  be, 

Di'vijlm  and  conjunclively. 

For  if  Dan  love  not  Sherry,  can 

Sherry  be  any  thing  to  Dan  ? 

This  is  the  cafe  whene'er  you  fee 

Dan  makes  nothing  of  Sherr\- ; 


' 


Or 
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Or  ihould  Dan  be  by  Sherry  o'erta'en. 
Then  Dan  would  be  poor  Sherridane : 
'Tis  hard  then  he  Ihould  be  decry'd 
By  Dan  with  Sherry  by  his  llde. 
But,  if  the  cafe  muft  be  fo  hard. 
That  faces  fufFer  by  a  card. 
Let  criticks  cenfure,  what  care  I  ? 
Back-biters  only  we  defy  : 
Faces  are  free  from  injury. 


MR.    R  O  C  K  F  O  R  T  '  S    REPLY. 

YOU  fay  your  face  is  better  hung 
Than  ours — by  what  ?  by  nofe  or  tongue  ? 
In  not  explaining,  you  are  wrong 

to  us.  Sir. 

Becaufe  we  thus  mufr  ilate  the  cafe. 
That  you  have  got  a  hanging  face, 
Th'  untimely  end  's  a  darnn'd  difgrace 

of  noof^.  Sir. 

But  yet  be  not  cad  down :  I  fee 
A  weaver  will  your  hangman  be; 
You  '11  only  hang  in  tapeilry 

with  many. 

And  then  the  ladies,  I  fuppofe. 
Will  praife  your  longitude  of  nofe. 
For  latent  charms  within  your  clothes, 

dear  Danny, 

R  3  Thu.? 
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Thus  will  the  fair  of  every  age 
From  all  parts  make  their  pilgrimage, 
Woriliip  tliy  nofe  witli  pious  rage 

of  love.  Sir. 

All  their  religion  wili  be  fpent 
About  thy  woven  monument. 
And  not  one  orifon  be  fent 

to  Jove,  Sir. 

You  the  fam'd  idol  will  become. 
As  gardens  grac'd  in  ancient  Rome, 
By  matrons  v/orihip'd  in  the  gloom 

of  night. 
O  happy  Dan !  thrice  happy  fure ! 
Thy  fame  for  ever  fhall  endure. 
Who  after  death  can  love  fecure 

at  fight. 

So  far  I  thought  it  was  my  duty 
To  dwell  upon  thy  boafled  beauty ; 
Now  I  *11  proceed  a  v/ord  or  two  t'  ye, 

in  anfvver 

To  that  party  where  you  carry  on 
This  paradox,  that  rock  and  ilone 
In  your  opinion  are  all  one. 

How  can.  Sir, 

A  man  of  reafoning  fo  profound 

So  ftupidly  be  run  aground. 

As  tilings  fo  differently  to  confound 

t'  our  fenfes  ? 


Except 


I 
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Except  you  judg'd  them  by  the  knock 
Of  near  an  equal  hardy  block : 
Such  an  experimental  llroke 

com'inces. 

Then  might  you  be,  by  dint  of  reafon, 
A  proper  judge  on  this  cocalion; 
'Gainll  feeling  there  's  no  difDutation, 

is  granted^ 

Therefore  to  thy  fuperior  wit. 
Who  made  the  trial,  we  fubmit; 
Thy  head  to  prove  the  truth  of  it 

we  wanteds 

In  one  aiferdon  you  're  to  blame. 
Where  Dan  and  Sherry  's  made  the  fame. 
Endeavouring  to  have  your  name 

renn'd.  Sir. 

You  '11  fee  moll  grofsly  you  millock:. 
If  you  confult  your  fpelling-bcok, 
(The  better  half  you  fay  you  took) 

you  'il  iind.  Sir, 

S,  H,  E,/^5 — and  R,  I,  r/. 
Both  put  together  make  Sherry  ; 
D,  A,  N,  Da-fi — makes  up  the  three 

fyllables. 
Dan  is  but  one,  and  Sherri  two; 
Then,  Sir,  your  choice  will  never  do ; 
Therefore  I  Ve  turn'd,  my  friend,  on  you 

the  tables. 

R  4  BR. 
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DR.     D  E  L  A  N  Y  '  S     REPLY, 

ASSIST  me,  my  Mufe,  vvhilf]:  I  labour  to  limn  him: 
Credite,  PiJ'oneSy  ijii  tabulae  ^erjimilem. 
You  look  and  you  write  with  fo  different  a  grace. 
That  1  envy  your  verfe,  though  I  did  not  your  face. 
And  to  him  that  thinks  rightly,  there  's  reafcn  enough, 
'Caufe  one  is  as  fmcoth  as  the  other  is  rough. 

But  much  I  'm  amazed  you  fhould  tliink  my  defign 
Was  to  rhyme  down  your  nofe,  or  your  harlecjuin  grin,. 
Which  you  yourfelf  wonder  the  de'el  fhould  malign. 
And  if  'tis  fo  ftrange,  that  your  monfterfhip's  crany 
Should  be  envy'd  by  him,  much  lefs  by  Delany. 
Though  I  own  to  you,  when  I  confider  it  llricler, 
I  envy  the  painter,  although  not  the  pi6lure. 
And  juftly  fhe  's  envy'd,  lince  a  iiend  of  Hell 
"Was  never  drawn  right  but  by  her  and  Raphael. 

Next,  as  to  the  charge,  v-^hich  you  tell  us  is  true. 
That  we  were  infpir'd  by  the  fubjecl  we  drew  ; 
Infpir'd  we  v/ere^  and  well.  Sir,  you  knew  it. 
Yet  not  by  your  nofe,  but  the  fair  one  that  drew  it : 
Had  your  nofe  been  tlie  Mufe,  we  had  ne'er  been  infpir'd. 
Though  perhaps  it  might  j  uftly  've  been  faid  we  were  fir'd. 

As  to  the  divifion  of  words  in  your  ftaves. 
Like  my  countrym.an's  horn-comb,  into  three  hah"es, 
I  meddle  not  v/ith  't,  but  prefume  to  make  merry. 
You  call'd  Dan  one  half,  and  t'other  half  Sherry : 
Now  if  Dan  's  a  half,  as  you  call  't  o'er  and  o'er^ 
Then  it  can'i  be  deny'd  that  Sherry  's  two  more: 

For 
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For  pray  give  me  leave  to  fay.  Sir,  for  all  you. 
That  Sherry  's  at  leall  of  double  the  value. 
But  perhaps.  Sir,  you  did  it  to  fill  up  the  verfe : 
So  crouds  in  a  concert  (hke  adors  in  farce) 
Play  two  parts  in  one,  when  fcrapers  are  fcarce. 
But  be  that  as  'twill,  you  '11  know  more  anon.  Sir, 
When  Sheridan  fends  to  Merry  Dan  anfwer. 

SHERIDAN'S      REPLY. 


^HREE  merry  lads  you  own  we  are; 

'Tis  very  true,  and  free  from  care; 

But  envious  we  cannot  bear, 

believe.  Sir. 

For,  were  all  forms  of  beauty  thine. 
Were  you  like  Nereus  foft  and  fine. 
We  fhould  not  in  the  leail  repine, 

or  grieve.  Sir. 

Then  know  from  us,  moft  beauteous  Dan, 
That  roughneis  beft  becomes  a  man; 
'Tis  women  fhould  be  pale  and  wan, 

and  taper. 

And  all  your  trifling  beaux  and  fops. 

Who  comb  their  brows,  and  fleek  their  chops. 

Are  but  the  offspring  of  toy-fhops, 

meer  vapour, 

We  know  your  morning-hours  you  pafs 

To  cull  and  gather  out  a  face; 

Is  this  the  way  you  take  your  glafs  ? 

Forbear  it. 

Thole 
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Thofe  loads  of  paint  upon  your  toilet. 
Will  never  mend  your  face,  bat  fpoil  it; 
It  looks  as  if  you  did  par-boii  it : 

Drink  claret.. 

Your  cheeks,  by  lleeking,  are  fo  lean. 
That  they  're  like  Cynthia  in  the  wane. 
Or  breaft  of  gcofe  when  'tis  pick'd  clean, 

or  pullet. 

See  what  by  drinking  you  have  done  : 
You  've  made  your  phiz  a  ikeleton. 
From  the  long  diflance  of  your  crovvoi 

t'  your  gullet ! 

A        REJOINDER, 

BY  THE  DEAN,  IN  JACKSON'S  NAME. 

'\  'K.  TEARIED  v,ith  faying  grace  and  prayer, 

V  V      I  hailen  down  to  country  air. 
To  read  your  anfwer,  and  prepare 

reply  to  't. 

But  your  fair  lines  fo  grofsly  flatter. 
Pray  do  they  praifs  me,  or  befpatter  ? 
I  muft  fafpe£l  you  mean  the  latter — 

Ah!  fly-boot! 

It  muft  be  fo  1  what  elfe,  alas. 
Can  mean  by  culling  of  a  face. 
And  all  that  ftuiF  of  toilet,  giafs;, 

and  box-comb  ? 

But 
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But  be  't  as  'twill,  this  you  mull  grant. 
That  you  're  a  dawb,  whilft  I  but  paint; 
Then  which  of  us  two  is  the  quaint- 
er coxcomb  ? 

I  value  not  your  jokes  of  noofe. 
Your  gibes,  and  aU  your  foul  abufe. 
More  than  the  dirt  beneath  my  lhoes> 

nor  fear  Iti 
Yet  one  thing  vexes  me,  I  o\^ti. 
Thou  forry  fcare-crow  of  Ikin  and  bone; 
To  be  call'd  lean  by  a  ikeleton, 

who  'd  bear  it  ? 
'Tis  true  indeed,  to  curry  friends. 
You  feem  to  praife,  to  make  amends, 
■And  yet,  before  your  flanza  ends, 

you  flout  me 

'Bout  latent  charm.s  beneath  my  cloaths ; 
For  every  one  that  knows  me  knows 
That  I  have  nothing  like  my  nofe 

about  me. 
I  pafs  now  where  you  fleer  and  laugh, 
'Caufe  I  call  Dan  my  better  half! 
Oh  there  you  think  you  have  me  fafe ! 

But  hold.  Sir. 

Is  not  a  penny  often  found 

To  be  much  greater  than  a  pound  ? 

By  your  good  leave,  my  moit  profound 

and  bold.  Sir. 
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Dan  's  noble  mettle.  Sherry  bafe; 
So  Dan  's  the  better,  though  the  lefs : 
An  ounce  of  gold  's  worth  ten  of  brafs, 

dull  pedant  I 
As  to  your  fpeliing,  let  me  fee. 
If  SHE  vadkes^er,  and  RI  makes  ry. 
Good  fpelling-mailer !  your  crany 

has  lead  on  't. 


ANOTHER      REJOINDER, 
BY  THE  DEAN,  IN  JACKSON'S  NAME, 

THREE  days  for  anfwer  I  have  waited ; 
I  thought  an  ace  you  'd  ne'er  have  bated ; 
And  art  thou  fcrc'd  to  yield,  ill-fated 

poetafier  ? 

Henceforth  acknowledge,  that  a  nofe 

Of  thy  dimenfion  's  fit  for  profe; 

But  every  one  that  knows  Dan,  knows 

thy  mailer. 
Bluih  for  iil-fpelling,  for  ill-lines. 
And  fly  with  hurry  to  r amines ; 
Thy  fame,  thy  genius  now  declines, 

proud  boafler. 

I  hear  with  feme  concern  vou  roar. 
And  flying  think  to  quit  the  fcore 
^y  clapping  billets  on  your  door 

and  polls.  Sir, 

Thy 
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Thy  ruin,  Tom,  I  never  meant; 

I  'm  griev'd  to  hear  your  baniiliment. 

But  pleas'd  to  find  you  do  relent 

and  cry  on. 

I  maul'd  you,  when  you  look'd  fo  bluff. 
But  now  I  '11  fecret  keep  your  fluff; 
For  know,  proilration  is  enough 

to  th'  lion. 

SHERIDAN'S       S  U  B  iM  I  S  S  I  O  N. 

BY       THE       DEAN. 

*'  Cedo  jam,  miferae  cognofcens  praemia  rixae, 
**    Si  rifca  eft,  ubi  tu  puUas  ego  vapulo  tantum." 

POOR  Sherry,  ingbrious. 
To  Dan  the  viiftorious, 
Prefents,  as  'tis  fitting. 
Petition  and  greeting. 

TO  you  victorious  and  brave. 

Your  now-fubdued  and  fuppliant  Have 

Mofl  humbly  fues  for  pardon ; 
Who  when  I  fought  flill  cut  me  down,  , 

And  when  I  vanifh'd  flsd  the  town, 

Purfued  and  laid  me  hard  on. 

Now  lowly  crouch'd  I  cry  pecca'vi. 

And  proilrate  fupplicate  pour  ma  <vie: 

Your  mercy  I  rely  on ; 

For  you,  my  conqueror  and  my  king, 

In  pardoning,  as  in  punifhing. 

Will  fhew  yourfelf  a  lion. 

Alas ! 
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Alas !  Sir,  I  had  no  defign. 
But  was  unwarily  drawn  in; 

For  fpite  I  ne'er  had  any  : 
'Twas  the  damn'd  Tquire  with  the  hard  name; 
The  de'el  too  that  ow'd  me  a  fhame. 

The  devil  and  Delany ; 

They  tempted  me  t'  attack  your  highnefs. 
And  then,  with  wonted  wile  and  flynefs. 

They  left  me  in  the  lurch : 
, ^.Unhappy  wretch!  for  now,  I  ween, 
I  Ve  nothing  left  to  vent  my  fpleen 

But  ferula  and  birch: 

And  they,  alas !  yield  fmall  relief. 
Seem  ratlier  to  renev/  my  grief; 

My  wounds  bleed  all  anew : 
For  every  ilroke  goes  to  my  hea.rt. 
And  at  each  lafh  I  feel  the  fmart 

Of  lafh  laid  on  by  you. 

To   the   Rev.   DANIEL    JACKSON; 

To   be   humbly  prefented  by   Mr.   S  h  e  r.  i  d  a  n*  ia 
Perfon,  with  Refped,  Care,  and  Speed. 

Dear  Dan, 

HERE  I  return  my  trull,  nor  afk 
One  penny  for  remittance ; 
Jf  I  have  well  perform'd  my  tafk. 
Pray  fend  me  an  acquittance. 

To« 


I 
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Too  long  I  bore  tliis  weighty  pack. 

As  Hercules  the  Iky  ; 
Now  take  him  you,  Dan  Atlas,  back. 

Let  me  be  ftander-by. 

Not  all  the  witty  things  you  fpeak 

In  compafs  of  a  day. 
Not  half  the  puns  you  make  a  weekj, 

Should  bribe  his  longer  ftay. 

"With  me  you  left  him  out  at  nurfe. 

Yet  are  you  not  my  debtor ; 
.For,  as  he  hardly  can  be  worfe, 

I  ne'er  could  make  him  better. 

'He  rhymes  and  puns,  and  puns  and  rhymes,^ 

Juft  as  he  did  before ; 
And,  when  he  's  laih'd  a  hundred  times. 

He  rhymes  and  puns  the  more. 

"When  rods  are  laid  on  fchool-boys  bums. 

The  more  they  frifk  and  fkip : 
The  fchool-boy's  top  but  louder  hums. 

The  more  they  ufe  the  whip. 

Thus,  a  lean  beaft  beneath  a  load 

(A  beaft  of  Irifh  breed) 
Will,  in  a  tedious,  dirty  road. 

Outgo  the  prancing  fteed. 

You  knock  him  down  and  down  in  vain. 

And  lay  him  flat  before  ye  ; 
J*"  or,  foon  as  he  gets  up  again. 

He  '11  ftrut,  and  cry,  Vi^oria  ! 
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At  every  ftroke  of  mine  he  fell : 

*Tis  true  he  roar'd  and  cry'd; 
But  his  impenetrable  fhell 

Could  feel  no  harm  befide. 

The  tortoife  thus,  winh  motion  flow. 

Will  clamber  up  a  wall ; 
Yet,  fenfelefs  to  the  hard  ell  blow. 

Gets  nothing  but  a  fall. 

Dear  Dan,  then,  why  (hould  you,  or  I, 

Attack  his  pericrany  ? 
And,  fmce  it  is  in  vain  to  try. 

We  '11  fend  him  to  Delany. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Lean  Tom,  when  I  faw  him,  lafl  week,  on  his  horfe 

awry, 
Threaten'd  loudly  to  turn  me  to  ftone  with  his  forcery. 
But,   I  think,  little  Dan,  that,  in  fp'ght  of  what  our 

foe  fays. 
He  will  find  I  read  Ovid  and  his  Metamorphofis. 
For  omitting  the  firf!:  (where  I  make  a  comparifon. 
With  a  fort  of  allufion  to  Putland*  or  Harrifon) 
Vet,  by  my  defcription,  you  '11  find  he  in  fhort  is 
A  pack  and  a  garran,  a  top  and  a  tortoife. 
Sol  hope  from  henceforward  you  ne'er  will  aik,  can  I  maul 
This  teazing,  conceited,  rude,  infolent  animal? 
And,  if  this  rebuke  might  turn  to  his  benefit, 
(For  I  pity  the  man)  I  ihould  be  glad  then  of  it. 

.  *  Alluding  to  the  Prologue,  mentioned  above,  p.  234- 

TO 
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TO       DR.       S    H    E    R    I    D    A   :N, 
On  his  "  Art  of  Punning." 

HAD  I  ten  thoufand  mouths  and  tongues y 
Had  I  ten  thoufand  pair  of  lungs y 
Ten  thoufand yr/J/j  with  brains  to  think. 
Ten  thoufand  ftandiJJyes  ai  ink. 
Ten  thoufand  hands  and  pens,  to  write 
Thy  praife  /  ^d Jludy  day  and  night. 

Oh  may  thy  Work  for  ever  live  ! 
(Dear  Tom,  a  friendly  zeal  forgive) 
May  no  vile  mifcreant  faucy  Cook 
Prefume  to  tear  thy  learned  Book, 
To  f.nge  his  Fo-ivl  for  nicer  guell. 
Or  pin  it  en  the  Turkey^ s  hreaji. 
Keep  it  from  pajiy  hak'd  or  Jtying, 
Prom  broiling  Jiaket  or  fritters /J;;)?/;?^, 
Prom  lighting  pipe,  or  making  fnuffy 
Or  cajing  up  2l  feather  niuff\ 
P'rom  all  the  feveral  ways  the  Grocer 
(Wiio  to  the  learned  world  's  a  foe.  Sir) 
Has  found  in  t-voijting,  folding ,  packing. 
His  brains  and  ours  at  once  a  racking. 
And  may  it  never  curl  the  head. 
Of  either  li'ving  block  or  dead! 
Thus,  when  all  dangers  they  have  paft. 
Your  lea-jes,  like  lea~oes  of  brafs,  fhall  lall. 
No  blafi  fliall  from  a  Critick*s  breath, 
Ly  vile  infcSiion,  caufe  their  death. 
Till  they  m  flames  at  lafc  expire. 
And  help  to  fet  the  ^j;orld  on  fire, 

V(iL.  XLII.  S  STELLA 
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STELLA     TO     DR.     SWIFT, 

On  his  Birth-day,  Nov.  30,  1721. 

ST.  Patrick's  Dean,  your  country's  pride. 
My  early  and  my  only  guide. 
Let  me  among  the  reft  attend. 
Your  pupil  and  your  hum.ble  friend. 
To  celebrate  in  female  ftrains 
The  day  that  paid  your  mother's  pains.; 
Defcend  to  take  that  tribute  due 
In  gratitude  alone  to  you. 

When  men  began  to  call  me  fair. 
You  interpos'd  your  timely  care ; 
You  early  taught  me  to  defpife 
The  ogling  of  a  coxcomb's  eyes  ; 
Shew'd  where  my  judgement  was  mifplac'd.; 
ReHn'd  my  fancy  and  my  tafte. 

Behold  that  beauty  jull:  decay'd. 
Invoking  art  to  nature's  aid  : 
Forfcok  by  her  admiring  train. 
She  fpreads  her  tatter'd  nets  in  I'-aln  : 
Short  was  her  part  upon  the  ftage  ; 
Went  fmoothly  on  for  half  a  page ; 
^  Her  bloom  was  gone,  fhe  wanted  art. 
As  the  fcene  chang'd,   to  change  her  part : 
She,  whom  no  lover  could  refill. 
Before  the  fecond  aft  was  hifs'd. 
Such  is  the  fate  of  female  race 
With  no  endowments  but  a  face ; 
Before  the  thirtieth  year  of  life, 
A  maid  forlorn,  or  hated  wife. 

-Stella 
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Stella  to  you,  her  tutor,  owes 
That  flie  has  ne'er  refembled  thofe ; 
Nor  was  a  burden  to  mankind 
With  half  her  courfe  of  years  behind. 
You  taught  how  I  might  youth  prolong. 
By  knowing  what  was  right  and  \vrong  ; 
How  from  my  heart  to  bring  fupplies 
Of  luftre  to  my  fading  eyes ; 
How  foon  a  beauteous  mind  repairs 
The  lofs  of  chang'd  or  falling  hairs ; 
How  wit  and  virtue  from  within 
Send  out  a  fmoothnefs  o'er  the  Ada: 
Your  ledlures  could  my  fancy  fix. 
And  I  can  pleafe  at  thirt}'--fix. 
The  fight  of  Chloe  at  fifteen 
Coquetting,  gives  me  not  the  fpleen; 
The  idol  now  of  every  fool. 
Till  time  ihall  make  their  pailions  cool; 
Then  tumbling  dov.-n  time's  iteepy  hiU, 
While  Stella  holds  her  ftation  ftill. 
Oh !  turn  your  precepts  into  laws. 
Redeem  the  women's  ruin'd  caufe; 
Retrieve  loll  empire  to  our  fex. 
That  men  may  bow  their  rebel  necks. 

Long  be  the  day  that  gave  you  bir^h. 
Sacred  to  friendfhip,  wit,  and  mirth! 
Late  dying  may  you  caft  a  ihred 
Of  vour  rich  mantle  o'er  mv  head: 
To  bear  with  dignity  my  forrow. 
One  day  alone ,  tbsn  die  to-mcrrovj  ! 

S  z  TO 
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TO        STELLA, 

ON      H  E  Pv      B  I  R  T  H  -  D  A  y,      1721-2. 

KILE,  Gteilai  to  your  lailing  praife. 
The  Mufe  her  annaal  tribute  pays. 
While  I  affign  myfelf  a  talk 
Which  you  expeft,  but  fcorn  to  aik ; 
If  I  perform  this  tafk  with  pairi. 
Let  me  of  partial  fate  complain; 
You  every  year  the  debt  enlarge, 
I  grow  lefs  equal  to  the  charge : 
In  you  each  virtue  brighter  iliines. 
But  my  poetic  vein  declines ; 
My  harp  will  foon  in  vain  be  flrung. 
And  aU  your  virtues  left  unfung : 
For  none  among  the  upllart  race 
Of  Poets  dare  afTume  my  place ; 
Your  worth  will  be  to  them  unknown. 
They  mull  have  Stella's  of  their  own; 
And  thus,  my  ftock  of  wit  decay'd, 
I  dying  leave  the  debt  unpaid, 
Unlefs  Delany,  as  my  heir. 
Will  anfvver  for  the  whole  arrear. 

ON  THE  GREAT  BURIED  BOTTLE. 

BY     DR.     DELANY. 

AMPHORA,  qus  mcellum  linquis,  Istumque  revlfes 
Arentem  dominum,  fit  tibi  terra  levis. 
Tu  quoque  depofitum  ferves,  neve  opprime,  marmor ; 
Amphora  non  meruit  tam  pretiofa  mori. 

EPITAPH, 
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EPITAPH,     BY     THE     S  x\  M  E. 

HOC  tumulata  jacet  proles  Lensea  fepulchro, 
Immortale  genus,  nee  perimra  jacet; 
Quin  oritura  iterum,  matris  concreditur  alvo; 
Bis  natum  referunt  te  quoque,  Bacche  Pater.  ■ 
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A   great   Bottle   of  Wine,    long   burled,  being   that 
Day  dug  up.     1722-3. 

RESOLVED  my  annual  verfe  to  pay. 
By  duty  bound,  on  Stella's  day,. 
Furnifh'd  with  paper,  pens,  and  ink, 
I  gravely  fat  me  down  to  think : 
I  bit  my  nails,  and  fcratch'd  my  head. 
But  found  my  wit  and  fancy  £ed: 
Or,  if  with  more  than  ufual  pain, 
A  thought  came  ilowly  from  my  brain. 
It  coH  me  lord  knows  how  much  time 
To  fhape  it  into  fenfe  and  rhyme : 
And,  what  was  yet  a  greater  curfe. 
Long  thinking  made  my  fancy  worfe. 

Forfaken  by  th'  infpiring  Nine, 
I  waited  at  Apollo's  fhrine : 
I  told  him  what  the  world  would  fay. 
If  Stella  were  unfung  to-day ; 

S3  ,-  Row 

« 
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How  I  fhould  hide  my  head  for  ihame. 
When  both  the  Jacks  and  Robin  came; 
How  Ford  would  frown,  how  Jim  would  leer  ; 
How  Sheridan  the  ro?-ue  would  fneer. 
And  fwear  it  does  not  always  follow, 
ThiLtjemel  *«  an?!o  ridet  Apollo, 
I  have  afiur'd  them  twenty  times. 
That  Phcsbus  help'd  m.e  in  my  rhymes; 
Phcsbus  infpir'd  me  from  above. 
And  he  and  I  v/ere  hand  and  glove. 
But,  finding  me  fo  dull  and  dry  fmce. 
They  '11  call  it  all  poetic  licence; 
And,  when  I  brag  of  aid  divine. 
Think  Eufden's  right  as  good  as  mine. 

Nor  do  I  afk  for  Stella's  fake ; 
'Tis  my  own  credit  lies  at  ftake : 
And  Stella  will  be  fung,  while  I 
Can  orJy  be  a  flander-by. 

Apollo,  having  thought  a  little, 
Retarn'd  tliis  anfvver  to  a  titde. 

Though  you  fhould  live  like  old  Methufalem, 
I  furnifh  hints,  and  you  Ihall  ufe  all  'em. 
You  yearly  iing  as  (he  grows  old. 
You  'd  leave  her  viitues  half  untold. 
But,  to  fay  truth,  fucli  dulnefs  reigns 
Through  the  whole  fet  of  Irifh  deans, 
I  'm  daily  flunn'd  with  fuch  a  medley. 
Dean  W — ,  Dean  D — ,  and  Dean  Smedley, 
That,  let  what  Dean  foever  come. 
My  orders  are,  I  'm  not  at  home; 

And 
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And,  if  your  voice  had  nDt  been  loud. 
You  muft  have  pafs'd  among  the  croud. 

But  now,  your  danger  to  prevent. 
You  muft  apply  to  Mrs.  Brent; 
For  ihe,  as  prieftefs,  knows  the  rites 
Wherein  the  god  c^  earth  delights. 
Firft,  nine  ways  looking,  let  her  fland 
With  an  old  poker  in  her  hand ; 
Let  her  defcribe  a  circle  round 
In  Saunders'  cellar,  on  the  ground : 
A  fpade  let  prudent  Archy  hoid. 
And  with  difcretion  dig  the  mould; 
Let  Stella  look  with  watchful  eye, 
Rebecca,  Ford,  and  Grattans  by. 

Behold  the  bottle,  where  it  lies 
With  neck  elated  towards  the  ikies  I 
The  god  of  winds  and  god  of  fire 
Did  to  its  wondrous  birth  confpire; 
And  Bacchus,  for  the  poet's  ufe, 
Pour'd  in  a  fcrong  infpiring  juice. 
See  1  as  you  raife  it  from  its  tomb. 
It  drags  beiiind  a  fpacicus  vv'omb. 
And  in  the  fpacious  womb  contains 
A  foverei^n  medicine  for  the  brains. 

You'll. iind  it  foon,  if  fate  confents  ; 
If  not,  a  thoufand  Mrs.  Brents, 
Ten  thoufand  Archys  arm'd  with  fpades. 
May  dig  in  vain  to  Pluto's  ihades. 

From  thence  a  plenteous  draught  infufe. 
And  boldly  then  invoke  tiie  Mufe 

S  4  (But 
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(But  firll  let  Robert,  on  his  knees. 
With  caution  drain  it  from  the  lees)  : 
The  Pv'Iufe  will  at  your  call  appear. 
With  Stella's  praile  to  crown  the  year. 


A      SATIRICAL       ELEGY 

ON    THE    DEATH     OF 

A    LATE     F  A  ?vT  O  U  S     G  E  N  E  R  A.  L. 

HIS  Grace  I  impoffible  !  what  dead  ! 
Of  old  age  too,  and  in  his  bed ! 
And  could  that  mighty  warrior  fall. 
And  fo  inglorious,  after  all ! 
Well,  fince  he  's  gone,  no  matter  how. 
The  lafi:  loud  trump  mull  wake  him  now  : 
And,  trull  me,  as  the  noife  grows  ilronger,. 
He  'd  wifh  to  fleep  a  little  longer. 
And  could  he  be  indeed  fo  old 
As  by  the  news-papers  we  're  told  ? 
Threefcore,  I  think,  is  pretty  high ; 
'Twas  time  in  confcience  he  Ihould  die ! 
This  world  he  cumber'd  long  enough ; 
He  burnt  his  candle  to  the  fnufF; 
And  that  's  the  reafon,  fome  folks  think. 
He  left  heWmd/o  great  a  f—Iu 
Behold  his  funeral  appears. 
Nor  widow's  fighs,  nor  orphan's  tears. 
Wont  at  fuch  times  each  heart  to  pierce^ 
Attend  the  progrefs  of  his  hearfe. 

But 


A     SATIRICAL    ELEGY.  265 

But  what  of  that?  his  friends  may  fay. 
He  had  thofe  honours  in  his  day. 
True  to  his  profit  and  his  pride. 
He  made  them  weep  before  he  dy'd. 
Come  hither,  all  ye  empty  things  \ 
Ye  bubbles  raib'd  by  breath  of  kings  I 
Who  float  upon  the  tide  of  ftate ; 
Come  hither,  and  behold  your  fate. 
Let  pride  be  taught  by  this  rebuke. 
How  very  mean  a  thing  's  a  Duke; 
From  all  his  ill-p-ot  honours  flun^, 
Tum'd  to  tliat  dirt  from  whence  he  fprung, 

DEAN    S  MEDLEY'S     BETITIOM 
TO  THE  DUKE  OF  GRAFTON. 

*'  Non  domus  aut  fundus— "  HoR» 

IT  was,  my  lord,  the  dextrous  (hlfc 
Of  toother  Jonathan,  viz.  Swift; 
But  now  St.  Patrick's  faucy  dean. 
With  Hlver  verge  and  furplice  clean,' 
Of  Oxford,  or  of  Ormond's  grace. 
In  loofer  rhyme  to  beg  a  place. 
A  place  he  got,  yclept  a  Jlall, 
And  eke  a  thoufand  pounds  withal ; 
And,  were  he  a  lefs  witty  writer. 
He  might  as  well  have  got  a  mitre. 
Thus  I,  the  Jonathan  of  Clogher, 
In  humble  lays  my  thanks  to  offer. 

Approach 
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Approach  your  grace  with  grateful  heart. 
My  thanks  and  verfe  both  void  of  art. 
Content  with  what  your  bounty  gave. 
No  larger  income  do  I  crave ; 
Rejoicing  that,  in  httier  timesy 
Grafton  requires  my  loyal  hnes. 
Proud  1  v/hile  my  patron  is  polite, 
I  likewife  to  the  patriot  write ! 
Proud  1  that  at  once  I  can  commend 
King  George's  and  the  Mufes'  friend ! 
Endear'd  to  Britain ;  and  to  thee 
(Disjoin'd,  Hibernia,  by  the  fea) 
Endear'd  by  twice  three  anxious  years, 
Employ'd  in  guardian  toils  and  cares ; 
By  love,  by  wifdom,  and  by  ikill ; 
For  he  has  fav'd  thee  'gainfl  thy  will. 

But  where  ihall  S medley  make  his  neil. 
And  lay  his  wandering  head  to  reft  ? 
Where  ihall  he  find  a  decent  houfe. 
To  treat  his  friends  and  cheer  his  fpoufe  ? 
Oh!  tack,  my  lord,  fome  pretty  cure; 
In  wholefome  foil,  and  sther  pure ; 
The  garden  ftor'd  with  artlefs  fiowers. 
In  either  angle  fhady  bowers. 
No  gay  parterre,  with  cofdy  green. 
Within  the  am.bient  hed(^e  be  feen : 
Let  Nature  freely  take  her  courfe. 
Nor  fear  from  me  ungrateful  force ; 
No  iheers  (hall  check  her  fprouting  vigour. 
Nor  lliape  the  yews  to  antic  figure : 

A  limpid 
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A  limpid  brook  ihall  trout  fupply. 
In  May,  to  take  the  mimic  fly ; 
Round  a  fmall  orchard  may  it  run, 
Whofe  apples  redden  to  the  fun. 
Let  all  be  fnug,  and  warm,  and  neat; 
For  fifty  turn'd  a  fafe  retreat. 
A  little  Eullon  may  it  be, 
Euilon  I  '11  carve  on  every  tree. 
But  then,  to  keep  it  in  repair. 
My  lord — t-Miceffty  pounds  a.  year 
Will  barely  do ;  but  if  your  grace 
Could  make  them  hundreds — charming  place  1 
Thou  then  wouid'il  Ihevv  another  face. 
Clogher !  far  north,  my  lord,  it  lies, 
Midil  fnowy  hills,  inclement  fkies; 
One  ihivers  with  the  Ardic  uind ; 
One  hears  the  polar  axis  grind. 
Good  John*  indeed,  with  beef  and  claret. 
Makes  the  place  warm  that  one  may  bear  it. 
He  has  a  purfe  to  keep  a  table. 
And  eke  a  foul  as  hofpitable. 
My  heart  is  good ;  but  afTets  fail. 
To  fight  with  ftorms  of  fnow  and  hail. 
Befides  the  country  's  thin  of  people. 

Who  feldom  meet  but  at  the  neeole : 

i. 

The  flrapping  dean,  that  's  gone  to  Down, 
Ne'er  nam'd  the  tiling  without  a  frown ; 
When,  much  fatigu'd  with  fermon-iludy. 
He  felt  his  brain  grow  dull  and  muddy ; 


BIfhop  i;en:e. 


No 
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No  fit  companion  could  be  found. 
To  pufh  the  lazy  bottle  round; 
Sure  then,  for  want  of  better  f^lks 
To  pledge,  ^is  clerk  was  orthodox. 

Ah !  how  unlike  to  Gcrard-ftreet, 
Where  beaux  and  belles  in  parties  meet ; 
Where  gUded  chairs  and  coaches  throng,  • 
And  joftle  as  they  trowl  along; 
Where  tea  and  coffee  hourly  iiow. 
And  gape-feed  does  in  plenty  grow; 
And  Griz  (no  clock  more  certam)  cries, 
Exadt  at  feven,  "  Hot  mutton-pies  1" 
There  lady  Luna  in  her  fphere 
Once  fhone,.when  Paunceforth  was  not  near; 
But  now  ihe  wanes,  and,  as  'tis  faid. 
Keeps  fober  hours,  and  goes  to  bed. 
There — but  'tis  endlefs  to  write  down 
All  the  amufements  of  the  town; 
And  fpoufe  will  think  herfelf  quite  undone,. 
To  trudge  to  Connor*  from  fweet  London; 
And  care  we  mull  our  wives  to  pleafe. 
Or  elfe — we  fhall  be  ill  at  eafe. 

You  fee,  mj  lord,  what  'tis  I  lack ; 
'Tis  only  feme  convenient  tack. 
Some  parfonage-houfe,  with  garden  fvveet. 
To  be  my  late,  my  lafl:  retreat ; 
A  decent  church  clofe  by  its  fide. 
There  preaching,  praying,  torefide; 

*  The  biiliopricic  of  Connor  is  uni'.ed  to  that  of  Down;  but 
there  are  two  deans. 

And, 
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And,  as  my  time  fecurely  rolls. 
To  fave  my  own  and  other  fouls. 


THE      DUKE'S      ANSWER. 

BY     DR.     S  \V  I  F  T. 

DEAR  Smed,  I  read  thy  brilliant  lines. 
Where  wit  in  all  its  glory  ihines ; 
Where  compliments,  with  all  their  pride. 
Are  by  their  numbers  dignified : 
I  hope  to  make  you  yet  as  ckan 
As  that  fame  Viz,  St.  i'.a:rick's  dean. 
I  '11  give  t\iee/urph'cey  is, -gey  Tm^Jiall, 
And  may  be  fomcthing  elf:  withal ; 
And,  were  you  not  fo  gor  J  a  writer, 
I  fhould  prefent  you  with  c.  mitre. 
Write  worfe  then,  if  you  ca'—Bc  wife- 
Believe  me,  'tis  the  nvay  to  ^-i/e. 
Talk  not  of  making  of  thy  nrft  ; 
Ah  !  7ie'ver  lay  thy  head  to  rrji  ! 
.  ^hat  hcadfo  -well  ivith  ^w if dom  fraught ^ 
^hat  ^writes  njjithoiit  the  t:.tl  of  thought ! 
While  others  rack  their  b-.ify  brains. 
You  are  not  in  the  leafl  at  pains. 
Down  to  your  deanry  now  repair. 
And  build  a  cajile  in  the  aii\ 
I  'm  fure  a  man  of  your  fine  fenfe 
Can  do  it  with  a  -.riall  expence. 
There  your  dear  fpoufe  zxiA  you  together 
May  breathf  your  bellies  full  Qi  <vthsr. 

When 
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When  lady  Luna  is  your  neighbour. 

She  '11  help  your  •^uoife  when  fhe  's  in  labour  j 

Well  fkili'd  in  midwife  artifices. 

For  fhe  herfclf  oix!  falls  i?i  pieces. 

There  you  Ihall  Tee  a  raree-Jhouo 

Will  make  you  fcom  this  nvcrld  belonv. 

When  you  behold  the  milky  way. 

As  white  as  fnow,  as  bright  as  day  ; 

The  glittering  conftellations  roll 

About  the  grinding  Arftic  pole  ; 

The  lovely  tingling  in  your  ears. 

Wrought  by  the  mufick  of  the  fpheres— 

Your  fpoufe  fliall  then  no  longer  heclor. 

You  need  not  fear  a  curtain-ledlure ; 

Kor  Ihall  fhe  think  that  (he  is  undone 

For  quitting  her  beloved  J^ondon. 

When  file 's  exalted  in  the  fkies. 

She  '11  never  think  of  mutton-pies ; 

When  you  're  advanc'd  above  dean  Viz, 

You '11  never  tliink  of  goody  Griz. 

But  ever,  ever,  live  at  eafe, 
.And  flrive,  and  ftrive,  your  <zvife  to pleafe  ; 

In  her  you  '11  centre  all  your  joys. 

And  get  ten  thoufand  girls  and  boys : 

Ten  thoufand  girls  and  boys  you  '11  get. 

And  they  like  liars  fhall  rife  znd.  fet ; 

While  ^yow  and  fpoufe,  transform'd,  fhall  foon 

Ee  a  nenx}  fun  and  a  nenv  moon  : 

Nor  fhall  you  ftrive  your  horns  to  hide. 

For  then  your  horns  fhall  be  your  pride. 

VERSES 


I 
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VERSES      BY      STELLA. 
F  it  be  true,  celeftlal  Powers, 


That  you  have  form'd  me  fair. 
And  yet,  in  all  my  vainell  hours. 

My  mind  has  been  my  care ; 
Then,  in  return,  I  beg  this  grace. 

As  you  were  ever  kind. 
What  envious  Time  takes  from  my  face, 

Beftcv/  upon  my  mind ! 

JEALOUSY.     BY     THE     SAM  E*-. 

O  Shield  me  from  his  rage,  celeftial  Powers; 
This  tyrant,  that  embitters  all  my  hours ! 
Ah,  Love !  you  Ve  poorly  play'd  the  hero's  part: 
You  conquerd,  but  ycu  can't  defend  my  heart. 
When  firll  I  bent  beneath  your  gentle  reign, 
I  thought  this  m.onfler  banifh'd  from  your  train : 
But  you  would  raife  him  to  fupport  your  throne  j 
And  now  he  claims  your  empire  as  his  own. 
Or  tell  me,  tyrants !  have  ytu  both  agreed. 
That  where  one  reigns,  the  other  Ihall  fucceed  ? 

DR.     D  E  L  A  N  Y  '  S     VILLA. 

WOULD  you  that  Delville  I  defcribe? 
Believe  me.  Sir,  I  will  not  gibe : 
For  who  would  be  fatirical 
Upon  a  thing  fo  very  fmall  ? 

*  On  the  publication  of  **  Cadenus  and  Vanefla." 

Yo» 


'3.^^  SWIFT'S     POEMS. 

Yqu  fcarce  upon  the  borders  enter. 
Before  you  're  at  the  very  centre. 
A  fingle  crow  can  make  it  night. 
When  o'er  your  farm  fhe  takes  her  flight : 
Yet,  in  this  narrow  compafs,  we 
Obferve  a  vaft  variety  ; 
Both  walks,  walls,  meadows,    and  parterres, 
Windows  and  doors,  and  rooms  and  flairs. 
And  hills  and  dales,  and  woods  and  fields. 
And  hay,  and  grafs,  and  corn,  it  yields ; 
All  to  your  haggard  brought  fo  cheap  in, 
"Without  the  mowing  or  the  reaping : 
A  razor,  though  to  fay 't  I  'm  loth. 
Would  fhave  you  and  your  meadows  both. 

Though  fmall  's  the  farm,  yet  here 's  a  houfc 
Full  large  to  entertain  a  moufj. 
But  where  a  rat  is  dreaded  more 
Than  favage  Caledonian  boar ; 
For,  if  it 's  enter'd  by  a  rat. 
There  is  no  room  to  bring  a  cat. 

A  little  rivulet  feems  to  ileal 
Down  through  a  thing  you  call  a  vale. 
Like  tears  adown  a  wrinkled  cheek. 
Like  rain  along  a  blade  of  leek; 
And  this  you  call  your  fweet  meander y 
Which  might  be  fuck'd  up  by  a  gander. 
Could  he  but  force  his  nether  bill 
To  fcoop  the  channel  of  the  rill : 
For  fare  you  'd  make  a  mighty  clutter. 
Were  it  as  big  as  city-gutter. 

Next 
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Next  come  I  to  your  kitchen-garden, 
Where  one  poor  moufe  would  fare  but  hard  in ; 
And  round  this  garden  is  a  walk. 
No  longer  than  a  taylor's  chalk : 
Thus  I  compare  what  fpace  is  in  it, 
A  fnail  creeps  round  it  in  a  minute. 
One  lettuce  makes  a  fnift  to  fqueeze 
Up  through  a  tuft  you  call  your  trees; 
And,  once  a  year,  a  iingle  rofe 
Peeps  from  the  bud,  but  never  blows ; 
In  vain  then  you  expe*^  its  bloom  1 
It  cannot  blow,  for  want  of  room. 

In  {hort,  in  all  your  boalled  feat. 
There  's  nothing  but  yourfelf  that  's  great. 


On  one  of  the  Windows  at  Delville. 

A  Bard,  grown  defirous  of  faving  his  pelf. 
Built  a  houfe  he  was  fure  would  hold  none  but 
himfelf. 
This  enrag'd  god  Apollo,  who  Mercury  fent. 
And  bid  him  go  afk  what  his  votary  meant. 
*'  Some  foe  to  my  empire  has  been  his  advifer  : 
''  'Tij  of  dreadful  portent  when  a  poet  turns  mifer! 
*'  Tell  him,  Hermes,  from  me,  tell  thatfubjeft  of  mine, 
''  I  have  fv/orn  by  the  Styx,  to  defeat  his  defign; 
*■'  For  wherever  he  lives,  the  Mufss  fhall  reign; 
*'  And  the  Mufes,  he  knows,  have  a  numerous  train." 


Vol.  XLil.  T  CARBERI^ 
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CARBERI^      RUPES, 
IN     COM.ITATU     CORGAGENSI.     17^3. 

ECCE  ingens  fragmen  fcopuli,  quod  vertice  fummo 
Defuper  impendet,  nuUo  fundamine  nixum 
Decidit  in  fludlus :  maria  undique  &  undique  faxa 
Korrifono  ftridore  tonant,  &  ad  ssthera  murmur 
Erigitur;  trepidatque  fais  Neptunus  in  undis. 
Nam,  longa  venti  rabie,  atque  afpergine  crebra 
^quorei  laticis,  fpecus  ima  rupe  cavatur : 
Jam  fultura  ruit,  jam  fumma  cacumina  nutant; 
Jam  cadit  in  pra^ceps  moles,  &  verberat  undas. 
Attonitus  credas,  hinc  dejecifTe  Tonantem 
Mcntibus  impoiitos  montes,  &  Pelion  altum 
In  capita  anguipedum  coelo  jacuiaiTe  gigantum. 

Sspe  etiam  fpelunca  immani  aperitur  hiatu 
Exefa  e  fcopulis,  &  utrinque  foramina  pandit, 
Kinc  atque  hinc  a  ponto  ad  pontum  pervia  Phcebo. 
Cautibus  enorme  jun£l-s  laquearia  tedli 
Fcrm.antur;  moles  oiim  ruitura  fuperne. 
Fornice  fublimi  nidos  pofuere  palumbes, 
Inque  imo  ftagni  pofuere  cubilia  phocas. 

Sed,  cum  faevit  hyems,  &  venti,  carcere  rupto, 
Immenfos  volvunt  fiudlus  ad  culmina  montis ; 
Non  obfelfEE  arces,  non  fulmina  vindice  dextra 
MiiTa  Jovis,  quoties  inimicas  faevit  in  urbes, 
Exaequant  fonitum  undarum,  veniente  proceUa : 
Littora  littoribus  reboant ;  vicinia  late, 

■Gens 
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Gens  aflueta  mari,  &  pedibus  percurrere  rupes, 
Terretur  tamen,  &  longe  fugit,  arva  relinquens. 

Gramina  dam  carpunt  pendentes  rupe  capellae, 
Yi  falientis  aquce  de  fummo  praecipitantur, 
Et  dalces  animas  imo  iub  gurgite  linquunt. 

Pifcator  terra  non  audet  vellere  funem ; 
Sed  latet  in  porta  tremebundus,  &  aera  fudum 
Haud  fperans,  Nereum  precibus  votifque  fatigat. 


CARBERY     ROCKS, 

TRANSLATED    BY    DR.    DUNKIN. 

LO !  from  the  top  of  yonder  cliff,  that  llirouds 
Its  airy  head  amidft  the  azure  clouds. 
Hangs  a  huge  fragment ;  deftitute  of  props. 
Prone  on  the  waves  the  rocky  ruin  drops ; 
With  hoarfe  rebuff  the  fwelling  feas  rebound, 
"From  fhore  to  fliore  the  rocks  return  the  found: 
The  dreadful  murmur  heaven's  high  convex  cleaves. 
And  Neptune  Ihrinks  beneath  his  fubje*5l  waves; 
For  long  the  v/hirling  winds  and  beating  tides 
Had  fcoop'd  a  vault  into  its  nether  f.des. 
Now  yields  the  bafe,  the  fummits  nod,  now  urge 
Their  headlong  courfe,  and  lafti  the  founding  furge. 
Not  louder  noife  could  fhake  the  guilty  world. 
When  Jove  heap'd  mountains  upon  mountains  hurl'd ; 
Retorting  Pelion  from  Iiis  dread  abode, 
7^0  crufti  Earth's  rebel-fons  beneath  the  load. 

T  2  Oft' 


%jS  SWIFT'S     P  0  E  iM  S. 

Oft'  too  with  hideous  yavvn  the  cavern  wide 
Prefents  an  orifice  on  either  fide, 
A  difmal  orifice,  from  fea  to  fea 
Extended,  pervious  to  the  God  of  Day : 
Uncouthly  join'd,  the  rocks  ilupendous  form 
An  arch,  the  ruin  of  a  future  ftorm : 
High  on  the  cliiF  their  nefls  the  Woodquefts  make. 
And  Sea-calves  liable  in  the  oozy  lake. 

But  when  bleak  Winter  with  his  fuHen  train 
Awakes  the  winds  to  vex  the  watery  plain ; 
When  o'er  the  craggy  Heep  without  control. 
Big  with  the  blaft,  the  raging  billows  roll ; 
Not  towns  beleaguer'd,  not  the  flaming  brand. 
Darted  from  Heaven  by  Jove's  avenging  hand. 
Oft'  as  on  impious  men  his  wTath  he  pours. 
Humbles  their  pride,  and  blafts  their  gilded  towers. 
Equal  the  tumult  of  this  wild  uproar : 
Waves  rulh  o'er  waves,  rebellows  fhore  to  fhore. 
The  neighbouringnrace,  though  wont  to  brave  the  fhocks 
Of  angry  feas,  and  run  along  the  rocks. 
Now  pale  with  terror,  while  the  ocean  foams. 
Fly  far  and  wide,  nor  truft  their  native  homes. 

The  goats,  while  pendent  from  the  mountain-tc^ 
The  vvither'd  herb  improvident  they  crop, 
Wafh'd  down  the  precipice  with  fudden  fweep. 
Leave  their  fweet  lives  beneath  th'  unfathom'd  deep. 

The  frighted  fifher,  with  defponding  eyes. 
Though  fafe,  yet  trembling  in  the  harbour  lies. 
Nor  hoping  to  behold  the  Ikies  ferene, 
Weariei>  with  vows  the  monarch  of  the  main. 

UPON 
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DISCOVERED    BY    HARLEQUIN, 
The   Bifhop   of  Rochester's    French   Dog*. 

In  a  Dial.ig'.ie  between  a  Whig  and  a  Tory.   1723. 

IASK'D  a  Whig  the  other  night. 
How  came  this  wicked  plot  to  light  ? 
He  anlvver'd,  that  a  dog  of  late 
Inform'd  a  minifter  of  llate. 
Said  I,  from  thence  I  nothing  know; 
,  For  are  not  all  informers  fo  ? 
A  villain  who  his  friend  betravs. 
We  llyle  him  by  no  other  phrafe ; 
And  lb  a  perjur'd  dog  denotes 
Porter,  and  Prendergall,  and  Oates, 
And  forty  others  I  could  name. 

Whig.  But,  you  mull  know,  this  dog  was  lame, 

Tory.  A  weighty  argument  indeed  I 
Your  evidence  was  lam; : — proceed : 
Come,  help  your  lame  dog  o'er  the  Jiyle. 

Whig.  Sir,  you  miftake  me  all  this  while: 
I  mean  a  d:)g  (without  a  joke) 
Can  howi,  and  bark,  but  never  fpoke. 

Tory.  I  'm  {lUI  to  feek,  which  doo-  you  mean  : 
Whether  cur  Plunkeit,  or  whelp  Skean, 
An  Englilh  or  an  Irifh  hound; 
Or  t'  other  puppy,  that  was  drown'd; 

*  Sec  the  *'  State  Triah,"  Vol.  VL 

T  3  Or 
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Or  MafoTi,  that  abandon'd  bitch : 
Then  pray  be  free,  and  tell  me  which : 
For  every  ftander-by  was  marking 
That  all  the  noife  they  made  was  barking. 
You  pay  them  well ;  the  dogs  have  got 
Their  dogs-heads  in  a  porridge  pot : 
And  'twas  but  juft ;  for  wife  men  fay. 
That  e'vsry  dog  muji  ha~oe  his  day. 
Dog  Vi'alpole  laid  a  quart  of  nog  on  't. 
He  'd  either  make  a  hog  or  dog  on  '/ ; 
And  look'd,  fmce  he  has  got  his  wifli. 
As  if  he  had  thrcn.vn  do-cvn  a  dijh. 
Yet  this  I  dare  foretel  you  from  it, 
Ke  '11  foon  return  to  his  oixin  -vomit. 

Whig.  Befides,  this  horrid  plot  was  found 
By  Neynoe,  after  he  was  drown'd. 

Top.Y.  Why  then  the  proverb  is  not  right. 
Since  vou  can  teach  dead  dogs  to  bite. 

Whig.  I  prov'd  my  proportion  full: 
'^Mt  Jacobites  are  ftrangely  dull. 
Now  let  me  tell  you  plainly,  Sir, 
Our  witnefs  is  a  real  air, 
A  dog  of  fpirit  for  his  years. 
Has  twice  two  legs,  two  hanging  ears; 
His  name  is  Harlequin,  I  v\^ot. 
And  that  's  a  name  in  every  plot  : 
Refolv'd  to  fave  the  Britilh  nation. 
Though  French  bv  birth  and  education; 
His  correfpondence  plainly  dated. 
Was  all  decypher'd  and  trar.fiated: 
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His  anfwers  were  exceeding  pretty 

Before  the  fecret  wife  committee : 

Confefs'd  as  plain  as  he  could  bark ; 

Then  with  his  fore-foot  fet  his  rnark. 

Tory.  Then  all  this  while  have  I  been  bubbled, 

I  thought  it  was  a  dog  in  doublet  : 

The  matter  now  no  longer  iHcks ; 

For  flatefmen  never  want  do'^-irlch. 

But  iince  it  was  a  real  cur. 

And  not  a  dog  in  metaphor, 

I  give  you  joy  of  the  report. 

That  he 's  to  have  a  place  at  court. 

Whig.  Yes,  and  a  place  he  will  grow  rich  in; 
A  turn-fpit  in  the  royal  kitchen. 

Sir,  to  be  plain,  I  tell  you  v/hat. 
We  had  occafion  for  a  plot : 
And,  when  we  found  the  dcg  begin  it. 
We  guefs'd  the  bilhop's  foot  was  in  it. 

Tory.  I  own,  it  was  a  dangerous  projedl; 
And  you  have  prov'd  it  by  dog-logic/:. 
Sure  fuch  intelligence  between 
A  dog  and  bifhop  ne'er  was  feen. 
Till  you  began  to  change  the  breed ; 
Your  bifhops  all  are  dogs  indeed ! 


T  4  STELLA 
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STELLA    AT    W  O  O  D  -  P  A  R  K, 
A  Koufe  of  Charles  Ford,  Efq.  near  Dublin. 

'723- 

*'  —  Culcumque  nncere  vclcbat, 
**  Veftimenra  dabat  pretiofa." 

DON  Carlos,  in  a  merry  fpight. 
Did  Stella  to  his  houfe  invite ; 
He  entertain'd  her  half  a  year 
With  generous  wines  and  coftly  chear. 
Don  Carlos  made  her  chief  diredo'-. 
That  {he  might  o'er  the  fervants  hedlor. 
In  half  a  week  the  dame  grew  nice. 
Got  all  things  at  the  higheft  price : 
Now  at  the  table-head  fhe  fits, 
prefented  with  the  niceft  bits : 
She  look'd  on  partridges  with  fcorn. 
Except  they  tailed  of  the  corn ; 
A  haunch  of  venifon  made  her  fweat, 
Unlefs  it  had  the  li^tfumette. 
Don  Carlos  earneftly  would  beg. 
Dear  madam,  try  this  pigeon's  leg ; 
Was  happy,  when  he  could  prevail 
To  make  her  only  touch  a  quail. 
Tlirough  candle-light  Ihe  view'd  the  wine. 
To  fee  that  every  glafs  was  fine. 
At  laft,  grown  prouder  than  the  devil 
With  feeding  high  and  treatment  civil, 

Don 
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Don  Carlos  now  began  to  find 

His  malice  work  as  he  defign'd. 

The  winter-Iky  began  to  frown ; 

Poor  Stella  muft  pack  off  to  town : 

From  purling  ftreams  and  fountains  bubbling. 

To  Liffy's  {linking  tide  at  Dublin ; 

From  wholefome  exercife  and  air. 

To  fofTing  in  an  eafy  chair ; 

From  ftomach  fharp,  and  hearty  feeding. 

To  piddle  hke  a  lady  breeding ; 

From  ruling  there  the  houfhold  iingly. 

To  be  direcled  here  by  Dingley*  ; 

From  every  day  a  lordly  banquet. 

To  half  a  joint,  and  Go^  be  thanked^ 

From  every  meal  Pontack  in  plenty,. 

To  half  a  pint  one  day  in  twenty; 

From  Ford  attending  at  her  call, 

O  ' 

To  vifits  of ■ — 

From  Ford  who  thinks  of  nothing  mean. 
To  the  poor  doings  of  the  Dean ; 
From  growing  richer  with  good  chear. 
To  runnirg-out  by  ftar/ing  here. 

But  now  arrives  the  difmal  da^' ; 
She  muil  return  to  Ormond  Quayf . 
The  coachman  llopt;  (he  look'd,  andTworc 
The  rafcal  had  mifcook  the  door  : 
At  coming  in,  you  faw  her  floop ; 
The  entry  brufn'd  againft  her  hoop : 

♦  The  conftant  companion  of  Stella. 
'\  Where  the  two  ladies  lodged. 

Each 
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Each  moment  rifrng  in  her  airs. 
She  curft  the  narrow  winding  ftairs; 
Eegan  a  thoufand  faults  to  ipy: 
The  cieling  hardly  fix  feet  high ; 
The  fmutty  wainfcot  fall  of  cracks ; 
And  haxf  the  chairs  with  broken  backs ; 
Her  quarter  's  out  at  Lady-day; 
She  vows  fhe  will  no  longer  ftay 
In  lodgings  like  a  poor  Grizette, 
While  there  are  lodgings  to  be  let. 

Howe'er,  to  keep  her  fpirits  up. 
She  fent  for  company  to  fup: 
When  all  the  while  you  might  remark. 
She  ftrove  in  vain  to  ape  Wood-park. 
Two  bottles  call'd  for  (half  her  ftore ; 
The  cupboard  could  contain  but  four) : 
A  flipper  worthy  of  herfelf, 
Five  nothings  in  five  plates  o^  del/. 

Thus  for  a  week  the  farce  went  on; 
When,  all  her  country- fa vings  gone. 
She  fell  into  her  former  fcene. 
Small  beer,  a  herring,  and  the  Dean. 

Thus  far  in  jeft :  though  now,  I  fear. 
You  think  my  jefting  too  fevere; 
But  poets,  when  a  hint  is  new. 
No  matter  whether  falfe  or  true : 
Yet  raillery  gives  no  offence. 
Where  ti'uth  has  not  the  leaft  pretence; 
Nor  can  be  more  fecurely  plac'd 
Than  on  a  nymph  of  Stella's  talte. 


I  muft 
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I  mufl  confefs,  your  wine  and  vittle 
I  was  too  hard  upon  a  little : 
Your  table  neat,  your  linen  fine; 
And,  though  in  miniature,  you  fhine : 
Yet,  when  you  ligh  to  leave  Wood-park, 
The  fcene,  the  welcome,  and  the  fpark. 
To  lang-  ifh  in  this  odious  town. 
And  pull  your  haughty  flomach  down ; 
We  think  you  quite  miftake  the  cafe. 
The  virtue  lies  not  in  the  place : 
For,  though  my  raillery  were  true, 
A  cottage  is  Wood-park  '^th  you. 

COPY  OF  THE  BIRTH-DAY  VERSES 
O  N      M  R.     F  O  R  D. 

COME,  be  content,  fmce  out  it  mull. 
For  Stella  has  betray'd  her  truft; 
And,  whifpering,  charg'd  me  not  to  fay 
That  Mr.  Ford  was  born  to=-day ; 
Or,  if  at  laft  I  needs  muft  blab  it. 
According  to  my  ufual  habit. 
She  bid  me,  with  a  ferious  face. 
Be  fure  conceal  the  time  and  place ; 
And  not  my  compliment  to  fpoil. 
By  calling  this  your  native  foil ; 
Or  vex  the  ladies,  when  they  knew 
That  you  are  turning  forty-two : 
But,  if  thefe  topicks  ihall  appear 
Strong  arguments  to  keep  you  here, 

I  think. 
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I  think,  though  you  judge  hardly  of  it. 
Good-manners  muft  give  place  to  profit. 

The  nymphs  with  whom  you  firll  began 
Are  each  become  a  harridan ; 
And  Montague  fo  far  decay 'd. 
Her  lovers  now  muft  all  be  paid; 
And  every  belle  that  fmce  arofe 
Has  her  contemporary  beaux. 
Your  former  comxrades,  once  fo  bright. 
With  whom  you  toafted  half  the  night. 
Of  rheumatifm  and  pox  complain. 
And  bid  adieu  to  dear  cham.paign. 
Your  great  protedtors,  once  in  power. 
Are  now  in  exile  or  the  Tower. 
Your  foes  triumphant  o'er  the  laws. 
Who  hate  your  perfon  and  your  caufe. 
If  once  they  get  you  on  the  fpot. 
You  muft  be  guilty  of  the  plot : 
For,  true  or  falfe,  they  '11  ne'er  enquire. 
But  ufe  vou  ten  times  worfe  than  Prior*. 

In  London !  Vv^hat  would  you  do  there  ? 
Can  you,  my  friend,  with  patience  bear 
(Nay,  would  it  not  your  pafTion  raife 
Worfe  than  a  pun,  or  Irifii  phrafcr) 
To  fee  a  fcoundrel  ftrut  and  he^lor, 
A  foot-boy  to  fome  rogue  direccor. 
To  look  on  vice  triumphant  round. 
And  virtus  trampled  on  the  ground  ? 

*  The  celebrated  poet. 


Cbferve 
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Obferve  where  bloody  *****  Hands 
With  torturing  engines  in  his  hands  ; 
Hear  him  blafpheme,  and  fwear,  and  rail. 
Threatening  the  pillory  and  jail : 
If  this  you  think  a  pleafing  fcene. 
To  London  flrait  return  again  ; 
Where,  you  have  told  us  from  experience^, 
Are  {•A-arms  of  bugs  and  prefbyterians. 

I  thought  my  very  fpleen  v/ould  burft. 
When  fortune  hither  drove  me  firll ; 
Was  full  as  hard  to  pleafe  as  you. 
Nor  perfons  names  nor  places  knew : 
But  now  I  adl  as  other  folk. 
Like  prifoners  when  their  jail  is  broke. 

If  you  have  London  Itill  at  heart. 
We  'U  make  a  fmall  one  here  by  art; 
The  difference  is  not  much  between 
St.  Jameses  Park,  and  Stephen's  Green; 
And  Dawfon-fireet  will  fer/e  as  well 
To  lead  you  thither  as  Pali-Mall. 
Nor  want  a  paffage  through  the  palace^ 
To  choque  your  fight,  and  raife  your  malice ! 
The  Deanry-houfe  may  well  be  match'd. 
Under  corredion,  with  the  Thatcht*. 
Nor  fhall  I,  when  you  hither  come. 
Demand  a  crown  a  quart  for  ftum. 
Then,  for  a  middle-aged  charmer, 
Stella  may  vie  with  your  Mojjthermer; 

*  A  famous  tavern  in  St.  James's  iliset» 

She's 
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She  's  now  as  handfome  every  bit. 
And  has  a  thoufand  times  her  wit. 
The  Dean  and  Sheridan,  I  hope. 
Will  half  iupply  a  Gay  and  Pope. 
Corbet*,  though  yet  I  know  his  worth  not. 
No  doubt  will  prov^e  a  good  Arbuthnot. 
I  throw  into  the  bargain  Tim; 
In  London  can  you  equal  him  ? 
What  think  you  of  my  favourite  clan, 
Robinf  and  Jack,  and  Jack  and  Dan, 
Fellows  of  modelt  worth  and  parts. 
With  cheerful  looks  and  honeft  hearts  ? 

Can  you  on  Dublin  look  with  fcorn  ? 
Yet  here  were  you  and  Ormond  born. 

Oh !  were  but  you  and  I  fo  wife. 
To  fee  with  Robert  Grattan's  eyes  I 
Robin  adores  that  fpot  of  earth. 
That  literal  fpot  which  gave  him  birth ; 
And  fwears,  "  BelcampI  is,  to  his  tafte, 
**  As  fine  as  Hampton-court  at  leaft." 
When  to  your  friends  you  would  enhance 
TheLpraife  of  Italy  or  France, 
For  grandeur,  elegance,  and  wit. 
We  gladly  hear  you,  and  fubmit : 
But  then,  to  come  and  keep  a  clutter. 
For  tliis  or  that  fide  of  the  gutter, 

*  Dr.  Corbet,  afterwards  dean  of  St.  Patrick's, 
-f  R.  and  J.  Grattan,  and  J.  and  D.  J  ickfon. 
J  lu  Fingailj  about  five  mihs  from  Dublin. 


To 
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To  live  in  this  or  t'  other  ifle, 
Wc  cannot  think  it  worth  your  while; 
For,  take  it  kindly  or  amifa. 
The  difference  but  amounts  to  this : 
We  bury  on   our  lide  the  channel 
In  linen;  and  on  yours  in  flannel*. 
You  for  the  news  are  ne'er  to  feek ; 
VrTiile  we,  perhaps,  may  wait  a  week : 
You  happy  folks  are  fure  to  meet 
An  hundred  whores  in  every  (Ireet; 
While  we  may  trace  all  Dublin  o'er 
Before  we  find  out  half  a  fcore. 

You  fee  my  arguments  are  flrong; 
I  wonder  you  held  out  fo  lone : 
But,  fince  you  ar?  convinc'd  at  laft. 
We  '11  pardon  you  for  what  is  paft. 
So — ^^let  us  now  for  whift  prepare ; 
Twelve-pence  a  corner,  if  you  dare. 


JOAN     CUDGELS     NED.     1723. 

JOAN  cudgels  Ned,  yet  Ned  's  a  bully ; 
Will  cudgels  Be{s,  yet  Will 's  a  cully. 
Die  Ned  and  Befs ;  give  Will  to  Joan, 
She  dares  not  fay  her  life  's  her  own. 
Die  Joan  and  Will;  give  Befs  to  Ned, 
And  every  day  ihe  com6s  his  head, 

*  The  law  for  burying  in  woollen  was  extended   to  Ireland 
In  I733» 

A    Q^UIB- 
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A     Q^U  IBBLING     ELEGY, 

ON     JUDGE      BOAT.     1723. 

TO  mournful  ditties,  Clio,  change  thy  note. 
Since  cruel  fate  h2X\i/unk  our  juilice  Boat. 
Why  fhould  YiQjinky  where  notliing  feem'd  to  prfTs, 
His  lading  little,  and  his  ballaji  lefs  ? 
^oji  in  the  ivwves  of  this  teinpejiuous  world. 
At  length,  his  anchor  fixt  and  can-vas  furl'd. 
To  Lazy-hill*  retiring  from  his  court. 
At  his  Ring's-end*  \iQ  founders  in  the  pert. 
"With  ^jater\  fill'd,  he  could  no  longer _;?<7/2/, 
The  common  death  of  many  a  flronger  boat. 

A  poll  fo  iill'd  on  nature's  laws  entrenches  : 
Benches  on  boats  are  plac'd,  not  boats  on  benches. 
And  yet  our  Boat  (how  fhall  I  reconcile  it  ? ) 
Was  both  a  Boat,  and  in  one  fenfe  a  pilot. 
With  every  ^juindh.tfaiPdy  and  well  could  tack% 
Had  many  pende-ntSy  but  abhorr'd  a  JackX. 
He  's  gone,  although  his  friends  began  to  hope 
That  he  might  yet  be  lifted  by  a  rope. 

Behold  the  awful  bench,  on  which  he  fat ! 
He  was  a^^  hard  and  ponderous  nvood  as  that : 
Yet,  when  \a.%fand  was  out,  we  find  at  laft. 
That  death  has  o'verfct  him  with  a  blajl. 

*  Two  villages  near  the  fea. 

■\  It  was  faid  he  died  of  a  drcpfy, 

\  A  cant  word  for  a  Jacobite. 

O-r 
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Our  Boai  is  now /aiP J  to  the  Stygian  ferry, 

Tjiere  to  fupply  old  Charon's  leaky  wherry  : 

Charon  in  him  will  ferry  fouls  to  hell; 

A  trade  our  Boat*  hath  pradlis'd  here  fo  well : 

And  Cerberus  hath  ready  in  his  paws 

Both  pitch  and  britnftone,  to  fill  up  \i\%flanx3s. 

Yet,  fpite  of  death  and  fate,  I  here  maintain 

We  may  place  Boat  in  his  old  pOjfl  again. 

The  way  is  thus ;  and  well  deferves  your  thanks : 

Take  the  three  llrong-eft  of  his  broken  planks. 

Fix  them  on  high,  confpicuous  to  be  feen, 

Form'd  like  the  triple-tree  near  Stephen's -greenfj 

And,  when  we  view  it  thus  with  thief  at  end  on  't. 

We  '11  cry.  Look,  here 's  our  ^5^?/,and  there 's  i^nt  pendant! 


THE      EPITAPH. 

HERE  lies  judge  Boat  within  a  coffin; 
Pray,  gentle-folks,  forbear  your  fcoiSng. 
A  Boat  a  judge!  yes;  where  ''s  the  blander? 
A  woooden  judge  is  no  fuch  wonder. 
And  in  his  robes,  you  mull  agree. 
No  Boat  was  better  deckt  than  he. 
'Tis  needlefs  to  defcribe  him  fuller ; 
In  Ihort,  he  was  an  zkiXt  fadler , 

*  In  condemning  malefasflors,  as  ajudjc. 
•\  Where  theDubJin  gallows  ftands. 

Vol.  XLIL  U  PETHOX 
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PETHOX*     THE     GREAT. 

FROM  Venus  born,  tliy  beauty  fhows; 
But  who  thy  father,  no  man  knows : 
Nor  can  the  fkilful  herald  trace 
The  founder  of  thy  ancient  race; 
Whether  thy  temper,  full  of  fire, 
Difcovers  Vulcan  for  thy  fire. 
The  god  who  made  Scamander  boU, 
And  round  his  margin  fmg'd  the  foil 
(From  whence,  philofophers  agree. 
An  equal  power  defcends  to  thee) ; 
V/hether  from  dreadful  Mars  you  claim 
The  high  defcent  from  whence  you  came. 
And,  as  a  proof,  fliew  num.erous  fears 
By  fierce  encounters  made  in  wars, 
Thofe  honourable  wounds  you  bore 
From  head  to  foot,  and  all  before. 
And  flill  the  bloody  field  frequent. 
Familiar  in  each  leader's  tent ; 
Or  whether,  as  the  learn'd  contend. 
You  from  the  neighbouring  Gaul  defcend; 
Or  from  Parthenope  the  proud. 
Where  numberlefs  thy  votaries  croud  ; 
Whether  thy  great  forefather  came 
From  realms  that  bear  Vefputio's  name 
(For  fo  conjedurers  would  obtrude. 
And  from  thy  painted  fkin  conclude) ; 


This  name  is  plainly  an  anagram. 
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Whether,  as  Epicurus  ihovvs. 

The  world  from  juftling  feeds  arofe. 

Which,  mingling  with  prolific  ftrife 

In  chaos,  kindled  into  life : 

So  your  production  was  the  fame. 

And  from  contending  atoms  came. 

Thy  fair  indulgent  mother  crown'd 
Thy  head  with  fparkling  rubies  round : 
Beneath  thy  decent  fteps  the  road 
Is  all  with  precious  jewels  ftrow'd. 
The  bird  of  Pallas  knows  his  pofl. 
Thee  to  attend,  where'er  thou  goeii. 

Byzantians  boail,  that  on  the  clod 
V/here  once  their  Sultan's  horfe  had  trod. 
Grows  neither  grafs,  nor  fhrub,  nor  tree ; 
The  fame  thy  fubjeCls  boaft  of  thee. 

The  greatell  lord,  when  you  appear. 
Will  deign  your  livery  to  wear. 
In  all  the  various  colours  (een 
Of  red  and  yellow,  blue  and  green. 

With  half  a  word,  when  you  require. 
The  man  of  bufmefs  muft  retire. 

The  haughty  minifter  of  ftate 
With  trembling  mull  thy  leifure  wait; 
And,  while  his  fate  is  in  thy  hands. 
The  bufmefs  of  the  nation  ftands. 

Thou  dar'fl  the  greateft  prince  attack, 
Canft  hourly  fet  him  on  the  rack ; 
And,  as  an  inftance  of  thy  power, 
Inclofe  him  in  a  wooden  tower, 

U  2  With 


«94  SWIFT'S     POEMS. 

With  pungent  pains  on  every  fide : 

So  Regulus  in  torments  dy'd. 

From  thee  our  youth  all  virtues  leara. 

Dangers  with  prudence  to  difcern; 

And  well  thy  fcholars  are  endued 

With  temperance,  and  with  fortitude; 

With  patience,  which  all  ills  fupports ; 

And  fecrefy,  the  art  of  courts. 

The  ghttering  beau  could  hardly  tell. 

Without  your  aid,  to  read  or  fpeil ; 
But,  having  long  convers'd  with  you. 
Knows  how  to  v/rite  a  billet-doux. 

With  what  deHght,  methinks,  I  trace 
>y  our  blood  in  every  noble  race  1 
In  whom  thy  features,  fhape,  and  mien. 
Are  to  the  life  diftindlly  feen  1 
The  Britons,  once  a  favage  kind. 
By  you  were  brightened  and  renn'd, 
Defcendants  to  the  barbarous  Huns, 
With  limbs  robuft,  and  voice  that  iluns : 
But  you  have  moulded  them  afrefli, 
Remov'd  the  tough  fuperfluous  flefh. 
Taught  them  to  modulate  their  tongues. 
And  fpeak  without  the  help  of  lungs. 
Proteus  on  you  beftow'd  the  boon 
To  change  your  vifage  like  the  moon ; 
You  fometimes  half  a  face  produce. 
Keep  t'  other  half  for  private  ufe. 

How  fam'd  thy  conduft  in  the  fight 
With  Hermes,  fon  of  Pleias  bright  1 


Out- 
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Out-n umber 'd,  half  encompafs'd  round. 
You  ftrove  for  every  inch  of  ground ; 
Then,  by  a  foldierly  retreat, 
Retir'd  to  your  imperial  feat. 
The  victor,  when  your  Heps  he  trac'd. 
Found  all  the  realms  before  him  wafte : 
You,  o'er  the  high  triumphal  arch 
Pontific,  made  your  glorious  march; 
The  wondrous  arch  behind  you  fell. 
And  left  a  chafm  profound  as  hell : 
You,  in  your  capitol  fecur'd, 
,  A  fiege  as  long  as  Troy  endur'd. 

MARY    THE     COOK- ?yl  AID'S 
LETTER    TO    DR.    SHERIDAN.     1723, 

WELL,  if  ever  I  faw  fuch  another  man  lince  my 
my  mother  bound  my  head  I 
You  a  gentleman !   marry  come  up  !   I  v/onder  v/here 

you  vv'ere  bred. 
I  'm  fure  fuch  words  do  net  become  a  man  of  your  cloth ; 
I  would  not  give  fuch  language  to  a  dog,  faith  and  troth. 
Yes,  you  call'd  my  mafter  a  knave :  fie,  Mr.  Sheridan ! 

'tis  a  fhame 
For  a  parfon,  who  fhould  know  better  things,  to  come 

cut  with  fuch  a  name. 
Knave  in  your  teeth,  Mr.  Sheridan !   'tis  both  a  fhame 

and  a  fm; 
And  the  Dean,  my  mafter,  is  an  honefler  man  than  you 

and  ail  your  kin : 

U3  He 
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He  has  more  goodnefs  in  his  little  finger,  than  you  have 

in  your  whole  body : 
My  mafter  is  a  parfonable  man,  and  not  a  fpindle-fliank'd 

hoddy-doddy. 
And  now,   whereby  I  find   you  would  fain  make  an 

excufc, 
Becaufe  my  mafter  one  day,  in  anger,  call'd  you  goofe ; 
Which,  and  I  am  fure  I  have  been  his  fervant  four 

years  fmce  Odober, 
And  lie  never  call'd  me  worfe  than  fweet-heart,  drunk 

or  fober: 
Not  that  I  know  his  reverence  was  ever  concern'd  to 

my  knowledge. 
Though  you  and  ycur  come-rogues  keep  him  out  To  late 

in  ycur  college. 
You  fay  you  will  eat  grafs  on  his  grave :  a  chriflian  eat 

grafs  1 
Wiiereby  you  now  confefs  yourfelf  to  be  a  goofe  or  an 

afs: 
Eut  that  's  as  much  as  to  fay,  that  my  mailer  fhculd  die 

before  ve; 
Weil,  well,  that  's  as  God  pleafes;  and  I  don't  believe 

that  's  a  true  ftory  : 
And  (o  fay  I  told  you  fo,   and  you  may  go  tell  my 

mailer ;  what  care  I  ? 
And  I  don't  care  who  knows  it-;  'tis  all  one  to  Mary. 
Every  body  knows  that  I  love  to  tell  truth,  and  Ihame 

the  devil; 
I  am.  but  a  poor  fervant;  but  I  think  gentlefolks  fhould 

be  civil. 

Befides, 
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Befides,  you  found  fault  with  our  vifluals  one  day  that 

you  was  here : 
I  remember  it  was  on  a  Tuefday  of  all  days  in  the  year. 
And  Saunders  the  man  fays  you  are  always  jelling  and 

mocking : 
Mary,  faidhe,  (one  day  as  I  was  mending  my  mafter's 

flocking) 
My  mailer  is  fo  fond  of  that  miniHer  that  keeps  the 

fchool  — 
I  thought  my  mailer  a  wife  man,  but  that  man  makes 

him  a  fool. 
Saunders,  faid  I,  I  would  rather  than  a  quart  of  ale 
He  would  come  into  our  kitchen,  and  I  would  pin  a 

di{li-cIout  to  his  tail. 
And  now   I   muH  go,  and  get  Saunders  to  dircd  this 

letter ; 
For  I  wriiebut  a  fad  fcrav/1 ;  but  my  filler  Marget,  fhe 

writes  better. 
Well,  but  I  mull  run  and  make  the  bed,  before  my 

mailer  comes  from  prayers; 
And  fze  now,  it  ilrikes  ten,  and  I  hear  him  coming  up 

Hairs ; 
Whereof  I  could  fay  more  to  your  vcr£es,  if  I  could 

write  written  hand  : 
And  fo  I  remain,  in  a  civil  way,  your  fervant  to  com- 
mand, 

MARY. 


U  4  A  N  E  W- 
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A    NE  W-Y  EAR'  S-GIFT 

FOR      B  E  C  *.      1723  4, 

RETURNING  Janus  now  prepares. 
For  Bee,  a  new  fupply  of  cares. 
Sent  in  a  bag  to  Doflor  Swift, 
Who  thus  difplays  the  New-year's-gift. 

Firft,  this  large  parcel  brings  you  tidings 
Of  our  good  Dean's  eternal  chidings ; 
Of  Nelly's  pertnefs,  P^obin's  leaiings. 
And  Sheridan's  perpetua.1  tcazings. 
This  box  is  cramm'd  on  every  fide 
With  Stella's  magifterial  pride. 
Behold  a  cage  with  fparrows  fill'd, 
Firft  to  be  fondled,  then  be  kill'd. 
Now  to  this  hamper  I  invite  you. 
With  fix  imagin'd  cares  to  fright  you. 
Here  in  this  bundle  Janus  fends 
Concerns  by  thoufands  for  your  friends: 
And  here  's  a  pair  of  leathern  pokes. 
To  hold  your  cares  for  other  folks. 
Here  from  this  barrel  you  may  broach 
A  peck  of  troubles  for  a  coach. 
This  ball  of  wax  your  ears  will  darken,' 
Still  to  be  curious,  never  hearken. 
Left  you  the  town  may  have  lefs  trouble  in,  ] 
Bring  all  your  Quilca'sf  cares  to  Dublin, 
For  wbxich  he  fends  this  empty  fack;^ 
And  fo  take  all  upon  your  back. 


^ 


•  Mrs.  Dingley,  Stella's  friend  and  companion* 
•j-  A  country-houfeof  Dr,  Sh?ridant 


DINGLEY 
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BINGLEY     AND     BRENT*. 

A         S     O     N     G, 

To  the  Tune  of  "  Ye  Commons  and   Peers.'* 

DINGLEY  and  Brent, 
Wherever  they  went. 
Ne'er  minded  a  word  that  was  fpoken ; 
Whatever  was  faid. 
They  ne'er  troubled  their  head. 
But  laugh'd  at  their  own  filly  joking. 

Should  Solomon  wife 

In  majelty  rife. 
And  Ihew  them  his  wit  and  his  learrjng  ; 

They  never  would  hear. 

But  turn  the  deaf  ear. 
As  a  matter  they  had  no  concern  in. 

You  tell  a  good  jefl. 

And  pleafe  all  the  refl: ; 
Comes  Dingley,  and  aiks  you,  Wlaat  was  it  ? 

And,  curious  to  know. 

Away  (he  will  go 
To  feek  an  old  rag  in  the  clofet. 

♦  D'.  Swift's  hoafc-keeper. 


TO 
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TO      STELLA.      1723-4. 

Written   on   the   Day    of  her  Birth,  but   not   on 
the  Subject,  when  I  was  fick  in  Bed. 

TORMENTED  with  LncefTant  pains. 
Can  I  devife  poetic  ftrains? 
Time  was,  when  I  could  yearly  pay 
My  verfe  on  Stella's  native  day : 
But  now,  unable  grown  to  write, 
I  grieve  fhe  ever  faw  the  light. 
Ungrateful !  iince  to  her  I  owe 
That  I  thefe  pains  can  undergo. 
She  tends  me,  like  an  humble  Have ; 
And,  when  indecently  I  rave. 
When  out  my  brutifh  pafTions  break. 
With  gall  in  every  word  I  fpeak. 
She,  with  foft  fpeech,  my  anguifh  cheers. 
Or  melts  my  paffions  down  with  tears : 
Although  'tis  eafy  to  defcry 
She  wants  affiftance  more  than  I ; 
Yet  feems  to  feel  my  pains  alone. 
And  is  a  Stoic  in  her  own. 
When,  among  fchclars,  can  we  and 
So  foft,  and  yet  fo  firm  a  mind? 
All  accidents  of  life  confpire 
To  raife  up  Stella's  virtue  higher. 
Or  elfe  to  introduce  the  reil 
Which  had  been  latent  in  her  breall. 

Her 
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Her  firmnefs  who  could  e'er  have  known, 
Had  fhe  not  evils  of  her  own  ? 
Her  kindnefs  who  could  ever  guefs. 
Had  not  her  friends  been  in  diilrefii  ? 
Whatever  bafe  returns  you  find 
From  me,  dear  Stella,  ftill  be  kind. 
In  your  own  heart  you  '11  reap  the  fruit. 
Though  I  continue  ftill  a  brute. 
But,  when  I  once  am  out  of  pain, 
I  promife  to  be  good  again ; 
Meantime,  your  other  jufter  friends 
Shall  for  my  follies  make  amends ; 
So  may  we  long  continue  thus. 
Admiring  you,  you  pitying  us. 

ON      DREAMS. 

AN     IMITATION     OF     P  E  T  R  O  N  I  U  S. 

*'  Somniaquaementes  ludunt  volitantibus  umbris,"  &c. 

HOSE  dreams  that  on  the  filent  night  intrude. 


T 


And  with  falfe  flitting  fliades  our  minds  delude, 
Jove  never  fends  us  downward  from  the  fkies ; 
Nor  can  they  from  infernal  manfions  rife ; 
But  all  are  mere  produdlions  of  the  brain. 
And  fools  confult  interpreters  in  vain. 

For,  when  in  bed  we  reft  our  weary  limbs. 
The  mind  unburden'd  fports  in  various  whims; 
The  bufy  head  with  mimic  art  runs  o'er 
The  fcenes  and  adions  of  the  day  before. 

Tha 
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The  drowfy  tyrant,  by  his  minions  led. 
To  regal  rage  devotes  fome  patriot's  head. 
With  equal  terrors,  not  with  equal  guilt. 
The  murderer  dreams  of  all  the  blood  he  fpilt. 

The  foldier  fmiling  hears  the  widow's  cries. 
And  ftabs  the  fon  before  the  mother's  eyes. 
With  like  remorfe  his  brother  of  the  trade. 
The  butcher,  fells  the  lamb  beneath  his  blade. 

The  ftatefman  rakes  the  town  to  find  a  plot. 
And  dreams  of  forfeitures  by  treafon  got. 
Nor  lefs  Tom-t — d-man,  of  true  llatefman  mold, 
CoUefts  the  city  filth  in  fearch  of  gold. 

Orphans  around  his  bed  the  lawyer  fees. 
And  takes  the  plaintiff's  and  defendant's  fees. 
His  fellow  pick-purfe,  watching  for  a  job. 
Fancies  his  finger  's  in  the  cully's  fob. 

The  kind  phyfician  grants  the  huiband's  prayers. 
Or  gives  relief  to  long-expedling  heirs. 
The  lleeping  hangman  t'es  the  fatal  noofe. 
Nor  unfuccefsful  waits  for  dead  men's  flioes. 

The  grave  divine,  with  knotty  points  perplext. 
As  if  he  was  awake,  nods  o'er  his  text: 
While  the  fly  mountebank  attends  his  trade. 
Harangues  the  rabble,  and  is  better  paid. 

The  hireling  fenator  of  modern  days 
Bedaubs  the  guilty  great  vAth  naufeous  praife; 
And  Dick  the  fcavenger,  with  equal  grace, 
Plirts  ^rom  his  cart  the  inud  in  *****  's  face, 

WHIT- 


[     3^1     ] 

• 

WHITSHED'S*      MOTTO 
ON    HIS     COACH.     1724. 

Y  I  BERT  AS  et  natcile  'folum  : 
J__j  Fine  words  1  I  wonder  where  you  flole  'em. 
Could  nothing  but  thy  chief  reproach 
Serve  for  a  motto  on  thy  coach  ? 
But  let  me  now  the  words  tranilate : 
Nat  ale  folum,  my  eftate; 
My  dear  eftate,  how  well  I  love  it ! 
My  tenants,  if  you  doubt,  will  prove  it. 
They  fweai- 1  am  fo  kind  and  good, 
I  hug  them,  till  I  fqueeze  their  blood. 

Libertas  bears  a  large  import: 
Firft,  how  to  fvvagger  in  a  court; 
And,  fecondly,  to  {hew  my  fury 
Againft  an  un-complying  jury; 
And,  thirdly,  'tis  a  new  invention. 
To  favour  Waod,  and  keep  my  penHcn; 
And,  fourthly,  'tis  to  play  an  odd  trick. 
Get  the  great  feal,  and  turn  out  Broderick; 
And,  fifthly,  (you  know  whom  I  mean)  _■ 

To  humble  that  vexatious  Dean ; 
And,  fixthly,  for  my  foul,  to  barter  it 
For  fifty  times  its  worth  to  Carteretf. 

*  The  chief  juftice  who  profecuted  the  Drapler# 
•\  Lord  lieutenant  of  Ireland. 

Now, 
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Now,  fince  your  motta  thus  you  confirue, 
I  muft  confefs  you  've  fpoken  once  true. 
Lilettas  et  nato.le Jclum  : 
You  had  good  reafon,  when  you  Hole  'em. 


Sent   by   Dr.  DELANY  to  Dr.  SV/IFT, 

In  order  to  be  admitted  to  fpeak  to  him,   when  he 

was  DEAF.    1724. 

DEAR  iir,  I  think  'tis  doubly  hard, 
Ycur  ears  and  doors  fhould  both  be  barr'd. 
Can  any  thing  be  more  unkind  ? 
Mull  I  not  fee,  'caufe  you  arc  blind  ? 
Methinks  a  friend  at  night  iliould  cheer  ycu, 
A  friend  that  loves  to  fee  and  hear  you. 
Why  am  I  robb'd  of  that  delight. 
When  you  can  be  no  lofer  by  't? 
Nay,  when  'tis  plain  (for  what  is  plainer?) 
That,  if  you  heard,  you  'd  be  no  gainer  ? 
For  fure  you  are  not  yet  to  learn. 
That  hearing  is  not  your  concern. 
Then  be  your  doors  no  longer  barr'd ; 
Your  buliaefs,  fir,  is  to  be  heard. 

THE      ANSWER. 

THE  wife  pretend  to  make  it  clear, 
'Tis  no  great  lofs  to  lofe  an  ear. 
Why  are  we  then  fo  fond  of  two. 
When  by  experience  one  would  do  ? 

*Tis 
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'Tis  true,  fay  they,  cut  ofFt'.e  head. 
And  there  's  an  end ;  the  man  is  dead ; 
Becaufc.  among  all  human  race. 
None  e'er  was  known  to  have  a  brace : 
But  conn-Jcntly  they  maintain. 
That  where  v/e  find  the  members  twain. 
The  Icfs  of  one  is  no  fuch  trouble. 
Since  t'  other  will  in  ftrength  be  double. 
The  limb  furviving,  you  may  fwear. 
Becomes  his  brother's  lawful  heir : 
Thus,  for  a  trial,  let  me  beg  of 
Your  reverence  but  to  cut  one  leg  off. 
And  you  will  find,  by  this  device. 
The  other  will  be  ftronger  twice; 
For  every  day  you  (hall  be  gaining 
New  vigour  to  the  leg  remaining. 
So,  when  an  eye  has  loft  its  brother. 
You  fee  the  better  with  the  other. 
Cut  off  your  hand,  and  you  may  do 
"With  t'  other  hand  the  work  of  two; 
Becaufe  the  foul  her  power  contrads. 
And  on  the  brother  limb  re-a^s. 

But  yet  the  point  is  not  {0  clear  in 
Another  cafe,  the  fenfe  of  hearing  : 
For,  though  the  place  of  either  ear 
Be  diilant  as  one  head  can  bear; 
Yet  Galen  moll  acutely  (hews  you, 
(Confult  his  book  c^e  partium  ufu) 
That  from  each  ear,  as  he  obferves. 
There  creep  two  auditory  nerves, 

Not 


304.  SWIFT'S    POEMS. 

Not  to  be  feen  without  a  gh{s. 
Which  near  the  os  petrofum  pafs ; 
Thence  to  the  neck;  and  moving  thorow  there. 
One  goes  to  this,  and  one  to  t'  other  ear ; 
Which  made  my  grand-dame  always  fluff  her  ears. 
Both  right  and  left,  as  fellow-fufferers. 
You  fee  my  learning ;  but,  to  fhorten  it. 
When  my  left  ear  was  deaf  a  fortnight,  " 
To  t'  other  ear  I  felt  it  coming  on : 
And  thus  I  folve  this  hard  phanomemotr» 
'Tis  true,  a  glafs  will  bring  fupplies 
To  weak,  or  old,  or  clouded  eyes; 
Your  arms,  though  both  your  eyes  were  lofl:^ 
Would  guard  your  nofe  againft  a  pofl: ; 
Y/ithout  your  legs,  two  legs  of  wood 
Are  fironger  and  alniofl  as  good; 
And  as  for  hands,  there  have  been  thofe 
Who,  wanting  both,  have  us'd  their  toci*. 
But  no  contrivance  yet  appears 
To  furnifh  artificial  ears. 

A  QUIET  LIFE  AND   A  GOOD  NAME. 
To  a  Friend  who  married  a  Shrew.   1724. 

NELL  fcolded  in  fo  loud  a  din. 
That  Will  durft  hardly  venture  in ; 
He  mark'd  the  conjugal  difpnte ; 
Nell  roar'd  inceffant,  Dick  fat  mute; 

*  There  have  been  inflances  of  a  maa's  writing  with  his  foot. 

But 
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But,  when  he  faw  his  friend  appear, 
Cry'd  bravely,  Patience,  gcod  my  dear ! 
At  fight  of  Will,  Ihe  bawi'd  no  more. 
But  hurry'd  out,  and  clap'd  the  door. 

Why  Dick !  the  devil 's  in  thy  Nell, 
(Quoth  Will)  thy  houfe  is  .vorfe  than  hell : 
Why  what  a  peal  the  jade  has  rung  ! 
D — n  her,  why  don't  you  flit  her  tongue  ? 
For  nothing  elfe  will  make  it  ceafe. 
Dear  Will,  I  fulier  this  for  peace : 
I  never  quarrel  -.vith  my  wife ; 
I  bear  it  for  a  quiet  life. 
Scripture,  you  know,  exhorts  us  to  it; 
Bids  us  X.0  feek  peace,  and  enfue  it. 

Will  went  again  to  vifit  Dick ; 
And  entering  in  the  very  nick. 
He  faw  virago  Nell  belabour. 
With  Dick's  own  llaiF,  his  peaceful  neighbour: 
Poor  Will,  who  needs  mufl  interpofe^ 
Receiv'd  a  brace  or  two  of  blows. 

But  now,  to  make  my  ftory  ihort. 
Will  drew  out  Dick  to  take  a  quart. 
Why,  Dick,  thy  wife  has  devililh  whims; 
Ods-buds !  v/hy  don't  you  break  her  limbs  ? 
If  flie  were  mine,  and  had  fuch  tricks, 
I  'd  teach  her  how  to  handle  ilicks : 
Z—ds !  I  would  fliip  her  to  Jamaica, 
Or  truck  the  carrion  for  tobacco: 
I  'd  fend  her  far  enough  away — 
Dear  Will ;  but  what  would  people  fay  ? 

Vol.  XLII,  X  Lord! 
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Lord !  I  {hould  get  fo  ill  a  name, 

The  neighbours  round  would  cry  out  fhame. 

Dick  fufFer'd  for  his  peace  and  credit; 
But  who  believ'd  him,  when  he  faid  it  ? 
Can  he  who  makes  himfelf  a  flave, 
Confult  his  peace,  or  credit  fave  ? 
Dick  found  it  by  his  ill  fuccefs. 
His  quiet  fmall,  his  credit  lefs. 
She  ferv'd  him  at  the  ufual  rate ; 
She  ftunn'd,  and  then  fhe  broke,  his  pate : 
And,  what  he  thought  the  hardeft  cafe. 
The  parifh  jeer'd  him  to  his  face; 
Thofe  men  who  v\'ore  the  breeches  leafb, 
Call'd  him  a  cuckold,  fool,  and  beaft. 
At  home  he  was  purfued  with  noife ; 
Abroad  was  pefter'd  by  the  boys : 
Within,  his  wife  would  break  his  bones ; 
Without,  they  pelted  him  with  ftones: 
The  'prentices  procur'd  a  riding*. 
To  adl  his  patience,  and  her  chiding. 

Falfe  patience  and  mifraken  pride ! 
There  are  ten  thoufand  Dicks  befide. 
Slaves  to  their  quiet  and  good  name. 
Are  us'd  like  Dick,  and  bear  the  blame. 

*  A  well-known  humourous  cavalcade,  in  ridicule  of  a  fcolding 
yixit  and  hen-pecked  huiband. 


THE 
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THE   BIRTH  OF   MANLY   VIRTUE. 
Infer ibed  to  Lord  Carteret,  1724. 

*'  Gratior  &  pu'chro  ven'icns  in  corpore  Virtus."        Vibc. 

ONCE  on  a  time,  a  righteous  Sage, 
Griev'd  at  the  vices  of  the  age. 
Applied  to  Jove  with  fervent  prayer : 

**  O  Jove,  if  Virtue  be  fo  fair 

As  it  was  deem'd  in  former  days 

By  Plato  and  by  Socrates, 
*  Whofe  beauties  mortal  eyes  efcapc. 

Only  for  want  of  outward  mape ; 
**  Make  then  its  real  excellence, 
*'  For  once,  the  theme  of  human  fenfe : 
"  So  fhall  the  eye,  by  form  confin'd, 
"  Direct  and  fix  the  wandering  mind, 
"  And  lonjT-deluded  mortals  fee 
"  With  rapture  what  they  us'd  to  flee." 

Jove  grants  the  prayer,  gives  Virtue  birth, 
And  bids  him  blefs  and  mend  the  earth. 
Behold  him  blooming  freih  and  fair. 
Now  made — ye  gods — a  fon  and  heir : 
An  heir;  and,  frranger  yet  to  hear. 
An  heir,  an  orphan  of  a  peer ; 
But  prodigies  are  wrought,  to  prove 
Nothing  impoiTible  to  Jove. 

Virtue  was  for  this  fex  defign'd 
In  mild  reproof  to  woman-kind ; 

X  2  In 
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In  manly  form  to  let  them  fee 
-The  lovelincfs  cf  modefty. 
The  thoufand  decencies  that  fiione 
With  lefTen'd  luftre  in  their  own ; 
Which  few  had  leam'd  enough  to  prize, 
'  And  fome  thought  modilh  to  defpife. 

To  make  his  merit  more  difcern'd. 
He  goes  to  fchool — he  reads— is  leam'd  ; 
Rais'd  high,  above  his  birth,  by  knowledge. 
He  {hincs  dif!:inguifh*d  in  a  college ; 
Refolv'd  nor  honour,  nor  eftate, 
Him.felf  alone  fhould  make  him  great. 
Here  foon  for  every  art  renown'd. 
His  influence  is  difFus'd  around  ; 
Th'  inferior  youth,  to  learning  led, 
Lefs  to  be  fam'd  than  to  be  fed. 
Behold  the  glory  he  has  won. 
And  blufh  to  fee  themfelves  outdone; 
And  now,  inflam'd  v.ith  rival  rage. 
In  fcientiiic  uiife  engage ; 
Engage — and,  in  the  glorious  ftrife. 
The  arts  new-kindle  into  life. 

Here  would  our  Hero  ever  dv/ell, 
Fix'd  in  a  lonely  learned  cell; 
Contented  to  be  truly  great. 
In  Virtue's  bcil-belov'd  retreat ; 
Contented  he — but  Fate  ordains. 
He  now  ihall  fhine  in  nobler  fcenes 
(Rais'd  high,  like  fome  celeftial  fire. 
To  ihine  the  more,  Hill  rifmg  higher)  ; 

Completely 
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Completely  form'd  in  every  part. 

To  win  the  ibul,  and  glad  the  heart. 

Ths  powerful  voice,  the  graceful  mien. 

Lovely  alike,  or  heard,  or  feen ; 

Ths  outward  form  and  inward  vie. 

His  foul  bright  beaming  from  his  eye,  r 

Ennobling  every  a.Ci  and  air. 

With  juft,  and  generous,  and  fincere. 

Accompliih'd  thus,  his  next  refort 
Is  to  the  council  and  the  court. 
Where  Virtue  is  in  leall  repute. 
And  Intereft  the  one  purfuit ; 
Where  Hg^t  and  'vjrong  are  bought  and  fold, 
Earter'd  for  beauty,  and  for  gold; 
Here  Manly  Virtue,  even  here, 
Pleas'd  in  the  perfon  of  a  peer, 
A  peer  ;  a  fcarcely-bearded  youth. 
Who  talk'd  of  juftice  and  of  truth. 
Of  innocence  the  fureil  guard. 
Tales  here  forgot,  or  yet  unheard; 
That  he  alone  defcrv'd  efteem. 
Who  was  the  man  he  wiili'd  to  feem ; 
Call'd  it  unmanly  and  unwiie. 
To  lurk  behind  a  mean  difguife; 
(Give  fraudful  Vice  the  mafk  and  fcreen, 
'Tis  Virtue's  intereft  to  be  feen;) 
Call'd  want  of  fhame  a  want  of  f-2nfe. 
And  found,  in  bluflies,  eloquence. 

Thus,  afling  what  he  taught  fo  well. 
He  drew  dumb  Jvlerit  from  her  cell, 

X  3  Led 
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Led  with  amazing  art  along 
The  balhful  dame,  and  loos'd  her  tongue ; 
And,  vvhilft  he  made  her  value  known. 
Yet  more  difplay'd  and  rais'd  his  own. 

Thus  young,  thus  proof  to  all  temptations. 
He  rifes  to  the  higheft  ftations 
( For  where  high  honour  is  the  prize. 
True  Virtue  has  a  right  to  rife) : 
Let  courtly  flaves  low  bend  the  knee 
To  Wealth  and  Vice  in  high  degree  : 
Exalted  Worth  difdains  to  owe 
Its  grandeur  to  its  greateft  foe. 

Now  rais'd  on  high,  fee  Virtue  fhows 
The  godlike  ends  for  which  he  rofe ; 
For  him.  let  proud  Ambition  know 
The  height  of  glory  here  below. 
Grandeur,  by  goodnefs  made  compleat ! 
To  blefs,  is  truly  to  be  great ! 
He  taught  how  men  to  honour  rife. 
Like  gilded  vapours  to  the  fkies, 
Wliich,  howfoever  they  difplay 
Their  glory  from  the  god  of  day. 
Their  noblell  ufe  is  to  abate 
His  dangerous  excefs  of  heat. 
To  fhield  the  infant  fruits  and  flowers. 
And  blefs  the  earth  with  genial  fliowers. 

Now  change  the  fcene ;  a  nobler  care 
Demands  him  in  a  liigher  fphere*  : 

*  Lord  Carteret  had  the  honour  of  mediatin*  peace  for  Swedea 
with  Denmark,  and  with  the  Czar. 
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Diflrefs  of  nations  calls  him  hence. 

Permitted  (0  by  Providence ; 

For  models,  made  to  mend  our  kind. 

To  no  one  clime  fhould  be  connn'd ; 

And  Manly  Virtue,  like  the  fun. 

His  courfe  of  glorious  toils  fhould  run ; 

Alike  diiFufmg  in  his  flight 

Congenial  joy,  and  life,  and  light. 

Pale  Envy  fickens.  Error  flies. 

And  Difcord  in  his  prefence  dies ; 

OppreiTion  hides  with  guilty  dread. 

And  Merit  rears  her  drooping  head; 

The  arts  revive,  the  vallies  fmg. 

And  winter  foftens  into  fprino- : 

The  wondering  world,  where'er  he  moves. 

With  new  delight  looks  up  and  loves; 

One  f:;x  confenting  to  admire. 

Nor  lefs  the  other  to  defire ; 

Whilft  he,  though  feated  on  a  throne. 

Confines  his  love  to  one  alone ; 

The  reit  condsmn'd,  with  rival  voice 

Repining,  do  applaud  his  choice. 

Fame  now  reports,  the  Weilern  Lie 
Is  made  his  manfion  for  a  while, 
Whofe  anxious  natives  night  and  day 
(Flappy  beneath  his  righteous  fway) 
Weary  the  gods  with  ceafelels  prayer. 
To  blefs  him,  and  to  keep  him  there ; 
And  claim  it  as  a  debt  from  fate. 
Too  lately  found,  to  lofe  him  late. 

X  I  VERSES 


311  SWIFT'S    POEMS. 

VERSES    ON    THE    UPRIGHT    JUDGE 
Who  condemned  the  Drapier's  Printer. 

THE  church  I  hate,  and  have  good  reafon ; 
For  there  my  grandfire  cut  his  weazand : 
He  cut  his  weazand  at  the  altar; 
I  keep  my  gullet  for  the  halter. 

ON      THE      SAME. 

IN  church  your  grandfire  cut  his  throat :  , 

To  do  the  job,  too  long  he  tarry 'd ; 
He  fhould  have  had  my  hearty  vote. 
To  cut  his  throat  before  he  marry'd. 

ON      THE      SAME. 
(The  Judge  fpeaks.) 

I'M  not  the  grandfon  of  that  afs  *Quin; 
Nor  can  you  prove  it,  Mr.  Pafqu'n. 
My  grand-dame  had  gallants  by  twenties. 
And  bore  my  mother  by  a  'prentice. 
This  when  my  grandfire  knew,  they  tell  us  he 
In  Chrift- Church  cut  his  throat  for  jealoufy. 
And,  fince  the  alderman  was  mad  you  fay. 
Then  I  muH  be  fo  too,  ex  traduce. 


*  An  alderman. 
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